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f IIRISTIANS, awake "alule the happy morn 

%y Whereon the Saviour of manliind wa3 born; 

Rise lo adore the mystery oj locc 

Which hosts of angels chanted from above; 

With them the Joyful tidings first begun 

Of God incarnate and the yirgin's Son. 



Then to the Watchful shepherds it was told 

Who heard the angelic herald's voice: "Behold, 

I bring good tidings of a Saviour's birth 

To you and all the nations upon earth; 

This day hath God fulfilled His promised word. 

This day is born a Saviour, Christ llie Lord." 
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'"■"'HE ENTRANCING STORY of the birth of the Wonder-Child will be 
1 told again and again thiB ChristmaBtidc, and once more myriad 
X voices will join in the angels' song of peace and goodwill to men. 

At that first Advent it was the Angel Choir which sang the song, then 
Heaven sang to Earth, but this Christmastide, Earth will sing to Heaven. 
The message of the heavenly company not only startled the shepherds, but 
it stirred the whole world, for it was unlike any that had ever been heard 
before by mortal man. It was a message that not only caused wonderment 
to fall upon that humble company watching in the fields by night, and no 
doubt wrought a transformation in their lives, but it has since transfornied 
the lives of millions, so that in e very feiv dnyft all the world will be ain^ing 
"Peace on earth, goodwill toward men". 

It was the Shepherds who first heard that song, and with the heavenly 
harnionies ringing in their ears and singing in their hearts, hurried away to 
the lowly manger and worshipped there; but, while this strangely beautiful 
*cene was being enacted, and the great drama of Bethlehem was unfolding, 
another mcene, which also had its place in the drama, was progressing in 
no less a pliice than the palace of Herod in Jerusalem. Here, to Herod's 
fright and dismay, a little group of men, strangely attired in costly robes, 
evidently £ram a far country, coirie enquirintf: 

"Where li He Ihai is torn King of the Jews? Wc hai'c seen 
Hit Star in the East, and arc come to worship llim." 

Mystery and romance surround these figures. 
Who were they? Whence came they? Consternation 
well might reign in Herod's breast. Tradition tries to 
answer the (juestions of the centuries, by saying they 
i¥ere kingly men, bringing kingly gifto, for they came 
in kingly fashion to greet a new-born King. Whoever 
they were, they were the vanguard of that great com- 
pany, in all lands ^nd all ages, who, having seen the 
Star of the Lord, first came to worship, and then went 
out to follow. 

Shall we visit some of these this Christmastide? 
Come, leave your comfortable surroundings, your 
well-apread table, the joys of home, and let us sec some 
of that wide-flung army who used to be with u.c, but 
who, having seen His Star, have been compelled to 
'oilow to the far places of the earth. 

Here is a little group, alone in a strange land. Strange 
lacea, uncouth language, stranger manners, weird 
customs, evidences of degradation are everywhere. 
Look et the little company. Do you recognize any of 
them? Surely one. standing straight and fair and tall, 
^ith a wondrous smile upon her face, is fnjnilinr to 
you I Ah, I thought you would recognize her! Why ts 
ihe there, and not in the Homeland. ArM her aT\6 

tvatch her eyca as you do, for in them is the light of a Star, and you will 
••ead the answer before the lips have hod time to fr^tme the words: 

■'tVlit, kcrc> Ah. ,IUl I nnl Hw His Sltir~lhc .ilar 
leading lo llic Wo,uhr-Clr.!.l. //<; r^/'S wen. there 
was. nothinn in J:>. t>ul KVirs/n'p ami Jtiilau}." 



be no other; for here the trail has been blazed by some of the greathearts 
of that great company, and here are men and women who bravely follow. 
Canada's sons and daughters could not lag behind in that following, so 
here we see them again, and as we approach, lisioning with eager ears for 
the answer to our questionings, as to why they are in this place, as w* 
elimpse the shining star-light in their eyes, we hear them say: 



"We have seen His Star, 
we haoe worshipped liim 



it has ted even us lo the Wonder-Child, and 
nd our worshia has led to following " 




One more scene, of pain and anguish and bitter sorrow, we inuit visit 
before we get our complete answer. The other settings for our pictures 
have been dreary and ugly, but here is beauty indescribable. The littlr 
group whom we see, work amid tropical glories of unbelievable wonder, 
which mask terrible scenes of sadness. Here is a doctor, famous in his own 
land, for whom the world's doors of acclaim would have been flung wide, 
bringing sight to the blind eyes, and light to the darkened souls of tht 
heathen. Surely there must be some in this group whom we should recog 
nize, and gladly do we hail them — two of them. One has already used hoi 
God-given powers in the Homeland, bringing ease and 
comfort to niany a pain-wracked body. These powers 
have brought some alleviation to the distorted bodiea 
of the lepers who live in these lovely surroundings. And 
through their ministries the song of the angeU 
echoes om-d these tropical palms, and the light of the 
Star shines upon this scene of despair. 

If we ask, as we shall do, sensing as we speak thv 
same triumphant answer, we shall hear yet again: 
"Wc hace seen His Star. 11 ha, led us to the Wonder- 
Child, and uJc have worshipped Him. /Vou' we ort 
following closcli/." 



So we have seen these brave companies at work, 
but representative of many another such group of 
inspired followers of the Star, in many parts of th« 
world. Wherever they stand, the darkness around 
them is breaking, the tight of the Star is shining in, 
the song of the angels is sounding in the hearts of thoSD 
to whom they minister. 

Sometimes, can we not iniaginf, there must have 
been despair and heart-break with these self-santr 
followers, but the light of the Star never foils. Its 
beams fall unchanging and unceasing, leading and 
guiding and strengthening, calling to worship, and tht 
fuller worfhip of service. In its shining ray is hope 
and faith and joy. Can yoi: not see ;i, hitkoning you 
onward? Are you following? 
It is not impossible to suppose that others beside thoie mentioned sbr 

the Star. To some, it may be, it was nntbiTir; r,..r.r^ •!»»•> »n astrsnt^rYiic.".! 

phenomenon, something to cause wonder and 

amnze. but with no hidden message, no call to 

woi'ship. Their cur.'osity may have hi en aroused. 

but their hearts were not strangely stirred. It 

did not lead them to worship in jcy ,-.n J love. 
We might almost imagine that there were 

others also, who fofloived the Star, end heard tht 

angelic c'norvjs, and were led to worship at the 

manfTcr-cindic, but who did not go out to fervt- 

in afler-diiys. 

It is the some today as it was two thousand 

years ago. Some are amazed at the wonder and 

beauty and magic .jf the call which stirs other 

people, but are not stirred and moved lo worship 

themselves. There are others who go and wor- 

ship, but who do not follow. To their heart« 

the star has no call to sacrifice; no urge to follow 

reaches them, m.->king dim all other siglits. They 

do not catch the hidden meaning under the 

tuniultuous chorus of the angels. The i 

however, is ever to all, as it was in days of yore. 

As then, the angels sing for those who have cars 

to hear, for hearts atuned to their mu.cic; as 

then, the Star ever shines for all whose eyirs are 

opened to its wonder and thrilling urge. The 

message of the Song, and the message of the Star 

are ever the same, and in your heart and mine 

may the answer also be the 

"We haoe seen His Star in the Ea.-U. 
to worship Him." 
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A Tale of Scotfiand m the Awesome Year of 1879 
By EDWARD J. BURGATE 



The Lairii'a house leaa being offered aa a s 

THEY were exciting days in which Marion Sanders 
lived: days full of fears and alarms; nights, too. 
filJed with myBterious terrors vshich caused her 
mathcr to atart up in bed, wild-eyed and panting 
Ev«ry flound around the little cottage that ^tood so 
humbly and lonesome by the moor track was listened 
CO with bated breath until it had been sa/ely recognized 
0.8 «ne of the usual night noiaes of the countryside. A 
atrange viQJtar paBsing along the roadside waf^ an event 
for days of talk and serious surmise. Strange and 
troublesome days they wcrel 

If Marion had been asked why. she could scarce 
have said, for she had been used to little e!«e during 
the few short years of her life. -Scarce co>i\d she 
remember any times when her father stayed quicily 
at home, or when her brother Jock, so straight and fine 
and tall he was, had not often been away It was no 
fltrange thing to her, it waa part and parcel of her life, 
that all the bleak countryside should seem to cower 
under the dread of — what she could not explain 

And yet. when one cornea to think oi :i in these for- 
removed daya, they were — to ua. maybe — compara- 
rively trifling matters which caused that fenr and 
cowering draad. Merely a matter as to how men and 
svomcn flhould say their prayers — so some say now — 
and as to whether they should render to the King who 
lived ir. far-off Londnn Tovm more respect and regard 
^ matters religious than they were willing to give to 
the grave and reverend ministers who were hunted an 
rhe beasts of the fieM 

le that all?" say you. Seems a trifling matter, 
doe? it not, in these days when little is sacred, and the 
erernal verities are treated as the gossip of the streets? 

The Wind Howling Acrou the Moor 

But Marion would sit by the peat fire in the little 
cottage, and listen to the wind howling around the 
humble farm buildings and aweening across the rr.ssr: 
ahe would watch her mother clasp htr hands lo her 
breast and herself do the same; dry-e>'ed sobs would 
often check their utterances, and then they would hold 
each other tightly while they prayed — sofdy for fear 
pf eavesdroppers even in that desolate spot — that the 
Lord Christ would have in His keeping those two 
wanderere^husband and eon, father and brother 

AsJc any Scotsman if he has ever heard of the 
battle of Bothwell Bridge; ask him if any of his fore- 
bears took part in that desperate venture, and he will 
pray God that they may be forgivon if he has aughl 
to eay than that they were on the losing^ side in that 
fight. 

Not often do we boast our descent trom those who 
have lo»t a battle, but then, those who lost at Bothwell 
Bridge really did not lose. God is not always on the 
oide of the seemingly victorious. 

Oh, gallantly the men of the South West of Bonnie 
Scotland had gone out to that fighi; hour aficr hour they 
had held the bridge against the overwhelming host of a 
misguided and careless king; then, as they reluctantly 
gave way* the royal army had advanced, slowly but 
steadily until the rout waa complete No fewer than 
four hundred had fallen in the con.'icquent death- 
chase, and the rest of the Army of the Covenant had 
been scattered like frishtencd sheeD over the wilder- 
nesa 

The news of the disaster hadcometoMistresu ^iand- 
dra in the roundabout manner in which ill news always 
travels, and yet with the surenesa of the tidings of 
those days of 1679^ and so it came to pass that she and 
bcr wee girlie sat and shivered by their fireside, or 
gazed with fearful eyes at every travelling stranger. 
It might, one of these days, be 7ohn Sunderfl, or if 
might be Bon Jock, who could lelll 

To think that they mUst come thus creeping back 
when they had gone forth in auch bravery only a few 
months before to fight the battles of the Lord. They 
had left during the early weeks of summer, before the 
gathering in of the bore harvest, and now the weeks 
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had lengthened into months, and the 
snowa of winter were on (lie ground. 
. and the mists of t!ie cold nights 
were wrapping them around- 

WJiere, slie wondered — and she 
often shared her troubled thoughts 
with t!ie brave little ma:d who was 
her only human solace— where 
were her men now? Were they 
.-^ hiding in some frozen shelter on 
/ the hillsides, or were they among 
that weary, but undismayed rrowd 
'' that had been herded like so many 
cnttle and driven by godless, blood- 
thirsty dragoons etiong the road to 
Edinburgh,' there probably to be 
done to death in prison cell, or 
on scafTold. or — worse fate — to be 
sold into slavery in the far-off Bar- 
badoes? 

The "Bulk had been la'en." and f^arion had gone 
to her sleep in the little boN-bed across the humble 
kitchen; her tiied little mind and body could no longer 
contend against the call of sleep. So she heard not the 
tap. lap, lop at the clo.sed shutters which aroused her 
watching mother She saw not t.^e sudden ifQsp of 
(eariome gladness to which her mother gave vent as 
she started from her place at the fire-side settle, and 
crept across to the door. (Even in that lonely spot 
there might be ^■ome to plan evil, but, oh the joy of it: 
It might fce one of lier own coming bark for shelter ) 

"Whist, la-sie! Whist. Guid kens wha' micht 
be aboot the nicht, and wha micht be watching me " 
Atjd u-ith an ecstasy which wa, full of puiii. Misljess 
Sanders threw herself on to the broad breast of her 
hunted husband. 

The Tale of the Fearful Months 
Never was a door mo^e .-ecurely barred; never was a 
household hushed intnquielcr whisperine. as ihos!^ tv.'o 
beloved of earh other totd the tale ol the fearful months 
So quiet were tliey that surely none could hear, 
but there was something in the tension of the place 
which woke the sleeping child and brought her upright 
at the sight o( her father and mother crouching against 
the last faint gleams of the fire 

What a tale it was he was tellingl Drawine his 
wean to his side, hugging her to the clothes which were 
torn and smeatcd by the battle and the chase, stained 
with blood and mire, he told again the story of his 
escape from his merciless toea. He told ol the fearful 
chase from Bothwell Brig; of the cut and thrust of 
those Dragoons; how he stumbled by the side of a dylte 
and lay in the gloom, pantingly praying that he might 
be lost to sight in the dark of the oncoming night. 

He told a talc of hiding by day and of wandering by 
night. Of a search by the sea shore for a vessel which 
might convey him and some of his fellow fugitives into 
safety; of a trarrip Lnrough a suspected countryside; 
of hiding by stream and cliff; oi bitter cold and hunger; 
and of the timid kindness of the country folks; and hov 
now he had crept back to his own He could not hop« 
that he might rest there in security, for the dragnc 
of his pursuers was wide and sweeping, and alreid 
he seemed to sense it catching him in its tolls. Hi 
must not stay for long, but before morning light musi 
be away to the hidie-hole on the hillside, where onci 
before he had uluded the savace soldierv 

But what ol Jockr' Aias! He had nothing much ti 
tell. The brave boy had stood up so handsomel 
when he went forward to take of the Elements at th 
Communion Service belore the fight He bed t>owe< 
hia head in so manly a manner when the ministers gav 
their final benediction. He had waved his hand s 
goily to his father as he rode past — one of the few tha 
were mounted — to the holding of the Bridge Art 
since then— nothing but the rumours of tbe E-dlnburgl 
toad and its weary march 

The Hours of the Night Were Shi.rt 
But the hours ot the night were short, and the tali 
had taken long in its telling, and there had been mud 
bustling to and fro on tlie part of Mistress Sanders ti 
refit her husband w'th clean and warmer clothing. Johr 
Sanders could not hope to fihelter under his owr 
cottage roof in that yenr of grace 1679. in that year ol 
Majesty fCing Charles who rioted in wantonnes 
in i.is great palaces in London City, ilc must be 
finding shelter by rrag or fell before sunrise else wculd 
it go worse still with his loved ones. 

Kneeling once more In prayer by the little round 
table, and with his head bowed over The Book, he had 
commended his loved wife and child to the cure of the 
gracious Cud fur wliom he was a wanderer; he had 
prayed that his hunted footsteps might be guided, and 
then, gathering logether his small store of food that 
Mistress Sanders had made ready, he turned to the 
door. 

Stealthily he opened it. What wao that glare 
acro.ss the moor? At first he mistooit it for the davm. 
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ing of the morning sun. but quickly he rtiii 

was not eastward he was ]ook]iig. Tfiere 

last darkness of the night sky, waa a fiart wl 

ed higher and higher, and he knew then lor 

thot ills foes were near at hand I le kn' 

did those who watched with him. that 

Laird's house which was being odered ai i milice 

to the vengeance of the per.-iecutor. If Mic I urd 

mljfht not be spared, then certainly not he Iff- hdd 

gone together to Dothwell town, (or they were ei]uallv 

minded on the affairs of their conscienrts 11 iht 

Laird was not to escape the spoiling of Ins lir.use and 

gear — and he then one of that herded crowd in iht 

Castle in Edinburgh, why, then it believed .luhn to 

make the going, and to make it now. 

No need to tell the place of his hiding, fivcn wet 
Marion could have made her w.-ty there on the d.iTliCBl 
night, and so with a hungry kiss — dour man ihat ht 
was — he pushed his womenfolk into the hi 
across the fields, and was lost to sight in 
shades of the night 

No more sleep for either Marion or 
that night, and little more rest of any kind fo 
weary, weary months, aye, years. The day bro 
the lowering smoke clouds told of the still .imuulderlng 
house; and, dread of dread, who were tho.ie mounted 
men riding with sucli wicked and pndeful e;i.ie ;usl 
by the borders of their own little holdingi' Oh, am 
Covenanter's wife could have supplied the answer' 
Hot on their Quarry 

Would that my thought could set down of the da; 
that followed Are not the stories of iUch dayi 
burned into the minds of the ."^cnt? (or everlasting to 
everlasting? The harried wife; the frightened child 
the cursing and jeering troopers; and, then, tlie dls 
cavery of recently discarded lorn and tattered ciothini) 
which told them th.it they were hot oi^ their quarry 
Small wonder that Marion clung to her mother's gown 
and cowered from the vile and horrid jests of the still 
more horrid men. Was It true that Cod loved thetn 
' — why did He allow these things? Would he neve- 
hear her prayers and send these men away? 

Night was coming on. It was nearly dark now 
All day long Jean Sanders, brave woman, had stood 
before her persecutors in stately, wifely grace and 
defied them She had seen her little homestead, ilic 
joy and pride of her early married life, in ruins before 
her, and now the roadside was lit up with the glare ol 
her burning chattels, as she said lor the hundredtl' 
time, almost, 'she would not tell them of her John'- 
whereabouts " 

"Does the child know?" questioned the otficei 
'*Let us make her squeal; she will tell us fast enough, 
or there'll be some sport for you, my men, before tht 
morning's morn." 

Jean, all her mother Instinct aroused afresh, gavt 
a huritcJ trv, and TTled. in spite of her bonds, to turr 
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for the protection of her threatened child. Bu 
wns that aavage oath on the lips ol the loul- 
officcr? Why that Btart of fury? And whn! 
.i,,.,- -udden clatter of hoofr »l~-~ »''• '""'I 



ouiccrc' w ny tnat Biart or luryi- rtiiu v^iif, 
that sudden clatter of hoofs along the road, 
away down into the darkening night? And wl 
that shrill cry? '"Ve ken, mitherl 'Ve kenl" 

Oh. I tell you, Scotland was a land of tier' 
that year of I67Q. Marion had stood by. d 
(ConiinueJ on pagt S) 
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By MRS, GENERAL BOOTH 



I AM GLAD to greet readers of "The War Cry" at 
thie ChriBtmaa-time even though I may have noth- 
ing tiovel to write of Chriatmaa, but thoughts of 
God's wonderful, indescribable, "unspeakable gift" to 
the world, of wbich we think nt thia time, will hear 
repetition. How we wish that we could coin new 
words to proise Him more efTectually and say, with 
Hio people of old, "Thanko be unto Cod for Hia un- 
apeakable gifil" 

Christmas is time of gifta. Very poor :\nd dark 
indeed must be the dwelling where no gifts are pre- 
pared for the celebration of thia precious anniversary. 
All who receive a gift — the tiny babies excepted — feel 
a desire to give something to the giver in return, and 
shall not we, who have accepted this great gift of God 
to the world, be careful at this time to give ourselves 
afreah to Him and to His aervicei" This is the jitt 
f-fe most values and desires. 

Tho Coat to the Giver 

But, do we realize what His great gift of Himself 
mvolvefl? Do we estimate its cost to Him, the Giver? 
Do wo eeo the perfeetion of its beauty? Do we feel 
Its unchanging charm? Do we perceive riot only 
how rich a gift it is in itself, but how greatly it cn- 
richaa our poor lives, when wc take it from His loving 
hands and cry out, "My Lord and my God. Thou art 
minel"? Somr. of my readers were led to accept 1 lim 
ftB Saviour ao early that they do not remember what 
life is without Him. Like the sunshine, the dir, the 
birds, and the flowers. Jesus has become an ea?.e]\tial 
part sf life for them. But, Oh I the unspeakable deso- 
lation of the aoul that ifl without HimJ Can we not 
clearly see this when we look into the disfigured (aces 
of many of those who have deliberately rejected His 
sift of Himself? The dreadful state of the soul that 
is without Christ helps us. perhaps, more than any- 
thing else, to realize how f-fe enriches the lives of iliose 
who have accepted His Christmas gift, and beautiftea 
their very thcughta with truth and lovclineyo. I-bving 
Him, the poor are enriched, the sad are comforted, 
and those who were dead in sin live again in newness 
of life. 

Think for a moment how Jesus Mim^eli regarded 
what He. came to offer nnd to give. It was aome- 
thing which He placed on high. It was the treasure 
of which He spoke when He aaid, "Lay up for your- 
dclvea treasures in Heaven, where neither moih nor 
ruBt doth corrupt, and where thieves do not break 
through nor steal/' He knew that what He had to give 
woa of greater worth than eU earthly riches, of more 
abiding value than all the gainG of time. His gift 




IB eternal. He said ao. To the puzzled woman at 
ihe wel!, upon whom He longed to bestow it. He aaid, 
"Whosoever drinketh of the water that I ahall give 
him shall never thirst; but the water that I shall giva 
him shad be in him a well of water springing up into 
everlaaiing life" (John iv. 14). Yes, His Chriatmae 
gift is indeed precious. 

'*Lcafl than Himself He could not give" 

When He spoke of Himself in relotion to man 
He was very definirc He anid, "l um the way." 
Have His words proved true for you, dear comradea? 
Do you know Him as the way to Cod — the way in 
which you are to walk daily? He does not want you 
to know Him except as llie Way. 7 here were people 
in Hig day, and tliere ure those :ibout us now, who have 
a certain amount of inleieat in Jesus, and are glad to 
enjoy some of the lesser benefitg He brings, but who 
do not want to have iinything to do with klim in His 
unique cliaracter as the Way to God. When the 
people flocked to I-lim jus: out of curiosity^ or out of an 
unhealthy love of the merely mJraculoug, He hid Him- 
self, He was grieved. He worked no wondrous worka. 
"Less than Himself He could not Hive." 

Do you know Jeaus as the way to God, or hnvo 
ysu many times joined m thia anniversary and yet 
never really seen Him^ 'Does He not say to many in 
ihia day, as He aaid to Philip of old, "Have I been go 
long time with thee, and yet haat thou not known Me?" 



laiil larion's Strategy 

{Continued from page 4) 
that tiiQ fierce sworu. and still fiercer blow would cause 
her usually quiet and retiring mother lo say the word 
which would involuntarily disclose their loved one'a 
hiding place. The soldiers had crowded round the 
baiting, and had not seen the child creep away behind 
them at thfl first mention of their oificer'a horrid 
threat. They were too occupied with the coarse 3ug- 
gestiono and jokes of their leader to notice the girl 
loosening the reins of one oJ their horses; they were 
cnly juet in time to see that cloaked, girlish figure 
lump on to the back of the animal and ride — and 
ride^^-ride away into the darkncas. 

And what a ride it weel Springing up from the 
moor-gide trade, managing the spirited animal as if 
dhe had been on its back every day of her life, away 
over the walle and dykea. away up the bill side— it wae 
>» thrilling chase the child led them. They, poor foois, 
had it in their witless thoughts that she was off to wurn 
her falljer, uiij ciuun all were rJding— "Hell for le.Tii>cr" 
BB they used to say — in a made race for the pirl. Even 
the soldier whose horae ahe had taken had leaped to 
^hare o mount with a comrade. 

"Ye ken, mitherl Ye ken!" 'Tis a story that has 
tjcen handed down from generation to genern 1 1 on 
How that girl had the v/it to draw her mother's perse- 
cutors away from the burning pile of their liouf:cho]d 
ireasures, and remembering a wild plan they had oficn 
congitated together, to creep through the gang of 
persecutors and to ride thus wildly, Miatre^s Sanders 
atood for a few momenta alone, Jiatening lo llic cluncr- 
mg hoofs, and then, taking a glance around to hQC lliut 
flhe wae not observed, crept off in the oppusilc direc- 
tion to warn her husband for herself, and lo wuil in 
their hiding place until Marion should return. 

Elaay enough was it for the child to drop off tlu- I'^ck 
si tEie panting beast, to let it gallop ahead, while she 
lost herself in the smoke and mirk of the night, and 
crawled by way of fence and tree and atream lo tbe 
place of her father's safety. 

Wq wiah wo had opace enough lo tcU marc. How 
ihc threo of them waited until they were oure their 



hunters had gone on to other quarries which would 
prove less elusive; how they spent the rest of that sad. 
sad winter livins like ao many beasties of the burrows — 
for the sake of Him Who had nowhere to lay His head. 
We would like to tell of the escape of Jock from the 
slave ship, wrecked on the coast of Scotland on ita 
voyage to the slave landfi. We would like to tell how 
when the "Kilh'ng Days" were ended, and careless, 
wanton Charles, and vindictive, papi^^t James no longer 
reigned, they came back again to the spot by the 
roadside, and rebuilt their homestead, and "took the 
Buik" none daring to make them afraid- 

it watt a tale that Marion told oft to the little ones 
that gathered around her knee in the house-place, for 
Jock went a-soldiering for Kinc William and Marion 
found her "ain gutd man" They were great days I 
Small wonder llicrc ure Scotsmen in these lands over- 
seas who tell the stories of their forbearn* persecutions, 
and count it great joy to have such an ancestry, and 
also to serve Him faithfully today Whom their fathere 
and mothero served so faithfully yesterday. 



Tfie Parable of a Prodigal Fattier 

A CERTAIN man had two f;ons, and the younger 
of them said lo liia father, "Father, give me the 
portion of illy time, nnd ihy attention, and thy 
comradeship, and thy counsel which fallclh to me." 
And he divided unto them his living, in that he paid 
the boya' bills, and .sent them to select preparatory 
.'fchoold, and to duncin^ schools, and to college, and 
tried to believe that he waM doing his duty by the boya 

And not many daya after the father gathered ail 
his interests and uspirationa and ambitions, and took 
his journey into a far country, into a land of alocka 
and bonds and sccuritiea. and other thi[iK,l which do 
not interest a boy. and tficrc he wasted his precious 
cipporlunity of bciuR a rhum to hi?* own son. 

And when he had apent the best of hia life, and had 
gathered money, and had failed lo find aati.sfaction, 
there nroae a miphty famine in his heart, nnd he bc- 
yan to be in want of sympathy und real companion- 
ship. 

And he went and joined himeelf to one of the cluba 



All his intimate friends loved Jesus; yea, and Ao 
loved Him, too; but though so closely associated with 
Jesus, he had not. at that time, partaken of the gift 
unspeakable. There are many Philips amongst uo 
today. 

Shall we, around this holy cradle, examme our- 
selves and know whether or not we have received this 
great gift of SanctiflcationP Receiving the gift of 
Himself, have we responded by the gift of ourselves? 
There is for you a higher experience than that of which 
the summit is thankfulness for the blotting out tjf your 
sins. Just as you have died to the life of Chriatleaa- 
nesB, so may you die to the life in which you are content 
to take everything from Him without giving in return 
the gift of yourself, God's will may be done in us 
only by the entire surrender of the soul, the presenta- 
tion of the body and its powers, ond all that we hava 
and are. that we may be vessels sanctified for His uso. 
The Perfect Gift Offered 
Just as Herod sought to destroy the child Jeauo. 
eo the enemy of souls aeeks to destroy the new life in 
every Convert. That new life can only grow up into 
full strength and beauty if we are given wholly to God- 
The enemy does all he can to hold back the childreii of 
God from seeking the gift of Sanctification by faith. 
Delay in this is quite as dangerous aa delay In seeking 
for pardon. Many Salvationists who are by no means 
new Converts have not yet taken from hiia hands tho 
perfect gift offered. 

How far do you, dear reader, know JesuB aa tha 
Cleanser? Has He aaid to you, "Now ye are clean 
through the word which 1 have spoken unto you"? 
Rerrembcr Peter's mistake when he ^aid, "Thou shall 
never wash my feet." Have any of us as little realiza- 
tion of need ;is Peter then had? Hag that same self- 
sufiiciency taker. posEeasi on? Peter boldiy declared, 
"I will lay down my life for Thy sake," and yet, when 
put to the test, how sadly he failed! He had not yet 
received the great gift. He had not aurrclijcied him- 
adt tuily 

May the joy of full surrender be yours this Christ- 
mas time. "There is no higher joy than this. Let us 
one and all look afresh at His great gift, that unstinted 
offering of Himself in all Hia perfection. "Then, whan 
we have given Ourselves to tHim, there will come to 
our heart a higher idea than ever before of what we 
may become and do for Him. 

Ci'iJe me Thy sirenglh, O God of potaer* 

Then winds may blow, or thunders roar, 

Thy faithful witnai Will I he; 

'TU fixed; I can do all through Thee 



of the country, and they elected him chairman of the 
house committee and president of the club, and sent 
him ro Ottav.'a. .^i^d he woulj lain have aaiiaricd 
himself with the huaks that other men did eat. and no 
man gave unto him any real friendship. 

But when he came to himself, he said, "'How many 
men of my acquaintance have boys whom they under- 
Btand, and who understand them, who talk about 
boys, and associate with their boys and seem perfectly 
happy in the comradeship of their sons, and I perish 
here with heart hunger! I will arise and go to my 
son. and I will say unto him. 'Son, 1 have einnsd 
against heaven, and in thy aight; f am no more worthy 
to be called thy father; make me aa one of thy ac- 
quaintances.' 

And he arose and came to his son. But while he 
was yet far off his son saw him, and was moved with 
uatonishment, and instead of running and falling on 
his neck, he drew back, and wos ill at ease. 

And the father said unto him, "Son, I have sinned 
against he.iven und in thy aight; I am no more worthy 
to be called thy father. Forgive me now, and Ipt me 
be thy friend." But the son said. "Not sol I wish it 
were possible, but it is too late. There was a time 
when I wanted your companionship and counsel, and 
to know things, but you were too busy. 1 got com. 
panionship, and I got information, but they were the 
wrong kind, and now, alas, 1 am wrecked in body and 
soul, there ia no more heart left in mc. and there in 
nothing you can do for me. It is loo late, too late, 
too laiel" 



"Here, boy," said the Scrgt. -Major to hia youny 
son, as the latter started oil to the Meeting, "ia u 
five-cent piece and a quarter. You can give what you 
please to the collection." 

Curlnuo (o know v.-luit coin the youiiK b»|ieful bad 
actually given, his dad said to him on his retutn. 
"Well, son, and what did you give"? 

"Well. dad. it was like thia: The Adjutant said 
that the Lord loved a cheerful giver, and I knew I 
could give a nickel a good deal more cheerfully than 
t could a quarter, 50 I put in the nickel." 
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rllEN ihc Writer ol the Epistle l 

I lebrews was reciting the peiscculions 
of liis own people, did he ever imagine 
hiii word-piclure would serve for the 
lettinK of a lale tliut was to lie lold again and 
dgain durinv the ages to come> Did lie. we 
think ncii iver dream that in the Name of the 
HiKli-Pric-^ X^/hosc fame he was busily pufilifh- 
ing. sacnfiLGS would Ijc offered at which other 
HCncratioos would stand acliast? 

'•Others had trial of cruel mockings and 
9courc:ings, yea. moreover, of bonds and im- 
prisonment: they were stoned, they were sawn 
asunder, were templed, were slain with the 
•iword : they wandered about in sheepskins and 
goatskins; being destitute, afflicted, lormenled; 
lof whom the world was not worthy:) ihey 
-vandered in deserts, and in mountains, and in 
lens and caves of the earth " Thus said the 



the lane.-i o( that obscure village The ligh; 
of the Divine L.ord re.^led upon her brow, and 
His word was hit! in lier he.irt 

The Netlicrland.s of those dav.s were under 
a foul domination, the very foulness of which 
caused its subjects, to hate all that pertained 
to it. whether ol race or creel Small wonder 
that the doctrines of the free Reformation, 
which spoke of a personal and spiritual liberty, 
found firm root in sucli soil: no wonder that men 
and women gro;ming under such a yoke could 
ill distinjiui.'ih belwceii the politics and religion 
of their masters: and that when they rose in 
rebellion against one. thev revolted ugain.sl the 
other 

To the home of Jean de Santhove had come 
the purpo.sc of a spiritual liberty which could 
not be held in check, and soon the national 
were aware that her frail frame 



lul breaking, and the body 
exqui.silcly without giving up the gliosl; il.t- 
period during wliich torture might be inlbiit-il 
being unlimited in duration: it could .inly l,r 
terminated b^- confession; so that dcilii iiscil 
was the sole refugi* from the rack allhouvli 
stories have been told of individuals who have 
borne (he torture and the dungeon fifteen yL-.ir^ 
and been burned at the stake at last 

In those days Jean dc Sunlhovc lived And 
then the day of execution would come Ihc 
monarch, the high functionaries o! tlie land 
the reverend clergy, the bulk of the pojiulacr 
regarded it as an insiiiring and deligh'iul rccrea 
rion 

When the uppomted morning urnvcd. thr 
victim would he taken (rom the dun(,<eon, 
attired in rohes intended lo he those oi sfiamc 
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A Martyr of the Sixteenlh Century -Lsii out to he buried all e \ ' i"" i ' ^ 

Writer of the Epislle Hintoiy tells an eveo field a spirit whi-b. .,:veri o;>por;uoiiy to =5- and led fonh h , i tue , I ,\' j d 

more terrible ta!e pres.s itself, would speedily bi'ini: llicir'swiiv to that hecoull tl o| en no shi 1 I n ll 

•■01 whom the world was not worthy" nauElit It is no gre;.ler woniler. either, llial and llj cro l1 si I 'ore !e v 1 > I 

Little did the people of iha ob.scure villafc of tliousanris o( bcr fellow cnunlry men anfl women cell, 1 1 re 1 f en I n^ ft--" 11 

Santhove, wliir-h lies about twelve mik-; from were sirmhirly aclii:ilcrl would he pi re I 1 c rt I nl he wo 1 1 

Antwerp, think on one direful day in 1 52(), ll m li:i,d (or us in llic-e ciiiV" ol poli'ic:i! urticd will it ,1 triune in Rili-i I 

that a deed wa.s being donr: in their midsl and rfliEious Inleranrc, nav, hhei:y, to conceive hunger 

which would mark it out as a liorror-sj;o1 for for a •immcnl li.e lormenls wbicli -vere lie:iped ] [p ^-ot.Ui lli,-ri be l-d lorlh inl.i tin li 

the years to come. Fearful t-iles are tolt! of the upon 1 hose who then came within the reach of „,...„,. Tie e«,.,ii -..n „r, ,-,. ■,.;,,„ h„ 1,1 I 

blood-lhirsly carnage of those limes When the law civ,' or relis-ious An.l heit^Lli,lto ? rV.i 1 1,1. I-''" '--"■"' l]<^ '< < ^ 

men norl women were tlone 10 death in form,, the shiimc o! .ome of our arre-lon all were 1 T ■^':'--'; '■''""■'"^- ^"I'iTers ;aK nt, ll - 

which o.ir present day courtcnies fo.-bid us lo alike lair:rd wnh -he same hlood linrstic-s, P'-"':' j<'^<> '" 'f- ra"^"' '""^ '■'.'■'; "}" P' 

mention: I,..,, surely,' there i. no tale whi-h The pi,v „( i,--,ba, such things :.ho..ild mosilv "'" "^.'^r^e 7'< " '-'^^^'''^-^ >"^ - 

chills our blood so much a., the .story ol how have been done in I he nam- ,.f the i lolv .Sufferer. T,' ,;;'.?'?.■; '" " l"-'"'^' ,^,'"T ''"'' "' 

Jean de Santhove met her doom .he Lorrl Jesus Himself ' cha.Min,; and sinrinyr pnrsls a.irl the li!;c 

LovcK' and fair was she: a maiden of :, Tor(,:-'cd in a gloriniv dungeon but ijimlv """^ scaff-lr! bcng rcichcti, tho^c who 

be:u,ly thai had made her name known tor lighu-,1 by iorrhe.: slnpper! naked and slretched 'f"''"-"' s.c,Kn„s, ,0 ,1,^ 1,., wcr- Ini.nc.l a, 

miles around her humble home. Pure as the upon ihc i.nk. in h.ive iheir limb,: „nd sinews ''"' "■■''"■■■ '''"'■ "''" '" ' " '•■"' evlrcm-lv 

leemerl ns slii' moved abot]t yA\ 
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il.iown into the liamcs "1 h 
du:s suffered in 'he slru.-le !. 
Iiuidcrs and their hated o|>prt 
iid the .Spaniards become af 
III one Decree, signed liy (he 
tjopulation ol the Netherlands 
iind waslikelv to be so iieatec 
by the Spanish rulers and 
that ihc religion ol their o; 
dung of hate and scorn. 

ThiE Fair Young M 

Does one wonder now tl 
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10 turn the thoughts of her it 
And so il cainr ,0 pass that ; 
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"It IS recorded," savs tf 
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« their height, Jean de Sai 
^f that village. WHS buried 
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The lands in which she 
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:ue painfully gaggcH. ao 
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ling of every delicacy 
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By THE GENERAL 

"And Joseph alfto went up from Galilee, out of the city of Nazareth, 
into Judea, unto the city of David, which is called Bethlehem, to 
be taxed with Mary his espoused wife . , . And she brought forth 
her firBt-horn son, and wrapped Him in swaddling clothes, and laid 
Him in a manger, because there was no room for them in the inn." 



!C>^:5^-i^::^^!:s^c^^ 



FEW things have happened in the history of the 
world which have ao powerfully gripped the iiti- 
agination of mankind as this of which 1 write 
—the Son of God was actually born in o stable attached 
to an inn or country hotel, and He waa born in the 
dtable becauae no room could be found for 1 lim in ihr 
inn to which it belonged. 

Changed as many things are since that day. aome- 
[hing of the same nnture still goes on. The details 
are not exactly similar, of courae. but the governing 
principI^B are practically the same, and the reault^ 
beyond question, is identical — Jesus Christ is stilf 
pushed out — or left out— or crowded out of the Jivea 
of men . 

But I want to inquire for a moment how this 
strange event came about"? What were the aurround- 
ing circumstaticea and contributing influencea which 
proved bo powerful on that wintry evening at Beihle- 
ficm? Can we not learn from them something which 
will throw light upon kindred events of today> Let ua 

Jf we carefully review the happenings of that fir.Hi 
Christmag, it becomes immediately apparent tlitil ihe 
inn-kceper did not make any very pronounced or open 
rejeclion of Mary and tlie Babe 1 ie just took the 
line of least resistance. The difficulty wcia perlecllv 
»imple and cveryday-likc— "'there was no room"! 
No doubt, as it afterwards turned out. thia was a 
very unfortunate circum^ttance — but there it wua: the 
place wae full, What could you do? 

] often find that some quite common everyday 
difficulty leads people now to turn Je^us Christ away. 
rhcy don't thrust llim oui, with dctcrmiiuiiioii ar 
violence; they don^t slam the door in JHis face, so l« 
(peak; but they just leave Him outrJdc their lives 
They are so busy, or so taken up wJtl) whi^l is 5:0 ng 
to happen that they cannot attend to Jci^iia Cliri .t at 
the moment. Some one :a s:ck and dying, or aonic s:ie 
else is to be married, or tlicy have some new worl: or 
bui^incss on hand, ur tticrc 13 somcfliing which m^ kca 
Lt so awkward just now And so they leave t!ic great 
Visitor to look after 1 limgelf. But let us look a liule 
closer at some of the probable hindrances experienced 
«t Bethlehem, at the village inn 

1. The landlord's family were all at home. Tliey 
had come up for the Census and the Fair usually held 
with such events throughout tiie Roman Lmpirc. of 
which Palestine was then a part. 1 low could you 
expect him to go nsflinst his a'.vn Jlcsli uiiJ biood i.nd 
to consider this strange pcr-jon before Lis o'.vri hirii-ly.' 
hiow could he offend hia owiiV To quarref ^\':lli I hem 
might mean lifelong misery and even tiie rum ui l:ia 
business. As for their ever uniting with Ji in ;^n d up!- 
coming the New-comer, it was ccii/ unV.kc.y [o happen! 
Much more likely he would be left ^iloncl A!!yu.!>. ]ic 

"Of Whom the World Was Not 
Worthy" 

i^CoritinueJ from fjagc 6) 

renuunced their ^'errors" were s^tranglcd bc'ort Ih-m-j^ 
tlirown into the llnmea Tliousnnds u;)on llimi , ■.■>c!a 
thus aufTered in the struggle between the Si-avc No:I;lt- 
Inndera and their hated oppressorfl; ipdctd. -40 \,u:v.-:c:i 
did the Spaniarda become agiiinst tlieir >iu}»jfci:: ih;!t 
III one Decree, signed by the King ol Sp;i:n, the cnlire 
populatinn of the Netherlands was rondemned to deilh, 
and waa likely to be so treated without further w.vining 
by the Spanish rulers and soldiery. Small wniitlcr 
that the religion of their oppressors became also a 
thing of hate and scorn. 

Thia Fair Young Maid Was to Die 

Does one wonder now that the fair youiij; matd 
of our Htory saw little in the religion of her pcriecuiors 
like to that of the Lowly Jesus: that she turned her 
own llioughls 10 a Christ of Love, and Eoughl also 
lo turn the thoughts of her fellow villagers thuswards. 
And so it came to pass that she was to die. And die 
a death which many of her kins-women were [o die 
in the after years 

"It ig recorded," says the historian, "in the old 
registry of the Cathedral at Ghent. Flanders, that 
in the year 1526. when the religious struRtHe.i were 
at their height, Jean de Santhove, a gentle maiden 
of that village, was buried alive." Such was the 
condemnation ond fate of the maid of our tale! 

The lands in which she lived and died are now 
Iree from the old-time intolerance, but her memory 
liveo The landa from which some of us come were 



should want 10 see his way pretty clearly before 
taking this step. . . . No, he caulJ not risk H 

2. The place waa aheady JuII ulifh people ujho had 
taken their rooms bejorehand- From time immemorial 
it hfia been the custom of those coming up "to thia 
Feast of Taitea" to ^^ecure their accommodation in 
advance, hlow could the ov/ner break his contracts 
with them, break his promise to receive them? Be- 
sides, they were actually here; the place was already 
full; there was not a room left; right or wrong, every- 
thing was taken and occupied. 

Just ao today. How often men ond women have 
said lo me. What you say is quite right. But you 
j^ee 1 am in a very awkward fix. My wife or my 
husband would not listen to me if I turned religious, 
— or, "I am in businc^ss and my partner, or my master, 
hates Christianity" — or. "It is too late now. If only 
I had heard .some one speak like tliis twenty years ago, 
it would have been quite different But now my life 
IS full up with this woild. Realty, it is too late to 
changcl" 

So Jesus and His dying love and His Cross of Blood 
and shame arc crowded out. 



that 



/cry important people 
d that to disturb them 
^ell as difficult business 

akers, busy with the 



3. 1 feel sure, also, 
would be staying at the inn, i 
would be a very ungilcaLant as 
Just con:,ider, there would be 

Business people. Moncy-i 
different tradcK^-eapccially buying and selling, end 
gc:ting in orders for future delivery. How would yfiu 
expect iheiii lo make room for Jcius? "Uusinsss 
first, '_[ is the molto of that sort af person. "I must 
live, "they say. "All this about Jesus Christ is very in. 
lerestii-i; — I wisli I luid lime to no in for it — ir.y dear 
eld mother used to talk like you.' But now, 1 am full 
up wLtii my i.Iiop, or my work, or my family, and 1 
simply can*i have any other rc.'^ijonsibilitie.'i in rr.y life " 



Tlien there were the pteasure-scchina people. Visitors 
taking their holiday at this time, meeting their friends, 
and a good ilQ-.\ of money moving about. Muiiic and 
dancing and a bit ol fun for everybody. 

I low many hundreds of people have .said to me, 
"Well, 1 kaow yciU arc right, and 1 mean 10 be right 
some day. Just now I am making a happy lime for 
my i'Oung folks" — or, "1 waiU to get over the fair, or 
the I'.'ic'is. or ti^c- Hoildayc, cr i'cmctliir.g. "'iitii this 
or that is a.r»iii-;i I will be saved— but not now." 
Poor tlimgs! 1 olten hear afterwards that they are 

g;3K1!KSiJ3SaSS£Sa!K;Ka£a4SJ1!K!K«KiKSK«K-!ffiK«£^. 

h Cfjrisitug Cotis?0lator I 



Let Thy Warrrt shadoiC fall tonight 
On those whom Christmas stars will 

i<sf>t 

To couch like Thine that Birth Day 
bright, 
Christus Consolatorl 

Tonight, 'Iwixi tempter anJ'twixi prey. 
Upon the garish marliel-iHay, 
Come like a shadow of the Jay, 
Chrisliis Consolalor! 



5J The weary world is waxing old, 

K /' leaves the Bahc to die of cold, 

Si "Strong Consolation" bring Thy fold. 

g Christua Consolatorl 



i 
I 



On weakness battled down by might. 
Where falsehood overbears the right. 
Thy shadow softer falls than light, 
O Chrislus Consolatorl 




dead, and Officers or friends tell me 1 was the very 
last person to ask them to let Jesus come in 

Official people. It is almost certain that the Ins. 
pector of the Census and the Roman Tax-gatherer* 
put up at this inn. But you cannot bother them I 
The business of the country must go on. Moreover, a 
great many people earn their living by working for 
them. Very dangerous to offend them I The house 
might even lose its licencel 

Yes, just so, but is it not very sad? Military men ol 
different countries often aay to me, "We are serving 
the country — but we cannot serve God in the Servicel 
It is too rough," or, "We have too groat lernptationa." 
1 know that this is a lie — and 1 say so, but, alas, how 
few believe mel And the Naval men, just the same — 
although we have some splendid Naval men who prove 
that they can be kept- And the Police Force — again 
the same, although we also have a few real Hallelujah 
policemen in The Army. But most of the men think 
tlicy will be dropped in the eyes of their superiors if 
they let Jesus come in to rule their lives Anj sa 
once more He is crowded out. 



Last, but not least, /Acre u-'crc religious people in 
the Inn; prierts and Levites, representing the ancient 
faith and a piuper settled form of religion. 

It would really be most unwise, in a way it would 
be even wrong, you know, to disturb them for this 
Stransicr. 

Ye-, is it not so today i> 1 must have heard thai 
expression in some form or other thousands of time* 
'If only my Mother were saved — or Father would love 
God. then I couW get right" And when I inquire 
wtiat is the dillicully with Falhcr and with Mother, 
how often the answer is, "Well, you see, they go to 
Church or they go 10 the Mission, and they do not 
hlvC ^1 lie Army," or "v.Jur Iviiriistcr thinks it is wrong 
to leave ihe Church " 

And tlie repult is just the.iame as at The Bethlehem 
Arms long a;.:o — There is no room — Jesus is left out. 

Ev(i:i the people who aie suppo.«ed to uphold Him 
and His .Suvi.'.g Love, turn out to be against Him and 
leave Him out. 

My Friend, make room, at any cost, jn spite oJ 
of any los.s, make ronmjor JesusJ 

also once stained with blood similarly shed, and we 
glory ill the memory of ihose who died that we might 
be free, litit all down the vcars men and women have 
fulfilled some part of the Hebrew Writer's record— 
for "His sake and the Gospel's". We count it no 
small joy to have come ol a people who have stood 
firm for truth and righteousness, from a race that 
"have obeyed from the heart thai futiii uf doctrine 
which was delivered unlo" them It !.« a great heritage, 
this memory. 

The world has passed long ago from those lorm» 
of horrible bloodshed; but it has not passed far from 
its former hate of Jesus Christ, [t is not so long a 
cry back 10 the days when the men and women of out 
very own Army and faith — our very own fathers and 
mothers .some of them, were harried and hurried 
throuRS the streets, beaten and baited, stoned and 
stamped upon, some even to death; haled lo jail and 
cell because they had dared to preach the Gospel 
in public places in a manner lo which the baser son 
had become unaccustomed. 

A Call to Salvationiata 
To this end is thia heroic story of the olden days 
rc-told — to this end do we do honiaRe to the memery 
of Jean de Santhove — lo the glorious memory ol our 
own Army traditions — that we .should not hold lightly 
those privileges which we now enjoy, but iliul we 
should remember that every such privilege is a re- 
sponsibility, that we should not only "worship — nene 
daring to make us afraid", but that we should "preach 
the Gospel lo every living creature". And that is n 
call which no Salvationist may disregard, whatever 
may be llie cuiisequ 
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IT WAS not by set plan that The Salva- 
tion Army launched its first Miaaion- 
iry adventure: this has been emphaaised 
af-ain and again, both by our Founder and 
[he present General. At the time of 
which we write conditions were had in the 
Old Country, and overseas, whither Salva- 
noniats had gone in search of a livehhood, 

they found them bad also, end sent What thrills were 
ippeals for Officers to help them in the days when we .•inw .s- 
work they were starting endured biller per; 

In various other ways forces were at land where The Ai 
work preparing the way for The Army and Iieard llicir tiiles of Meetings on the 
and Its meaaage, and it became more and hillsides because tliey were forbidden tp 
more evident, especially during the won- gather in ilie lown.s and cities. We 
derful 1881-1891 decade, that the nations gozed at lliem. almosl. as we might have 
■f the earth were wailing for our Officers, done al the in^irlyrs of the early church, 
who in increasing numbers were selected How wonderfully liatli God 
jnd sent forth by The Army Founder wrought, .so thai now those ■ 

ind hia tireless Chief-of-the-Staff and who same cities and hlll.sides 
nre now honored amnngat ur wherever are n-throh uilh niir song 
the I lag of The Army is flymg. and me.*.siii;e Truly the 

In almost every land there were those sacrifice of the early days 
who despised the tiny contingents from was not in vain, 
the International Centre, and little did The same glorious year 
ihey imagine that in the day.-t to come— of 1882 saw our firsl Mia- 
our day — such people would be regarded aionary Party landing in 
aa having inaugurated a new era of Bombay, and .40 laying the 
religious and social activity. foundations of lliat Salva- 

It was in 1880 that our work was started tion Empire which is today 
in the United States, in re-spMnse to 
urgent calia received from converts who 
hod crossed the Atlantic from England 
Commissioner Railton set off with a 
party of seven women-OfTicers, one of 
whom. FId.-Major Westbrook, still livea 
vigorously to tell the story. 

I^lesiinga and cursings were heaped 
upon the devoted heads of the Salvation- 
nts, and with friend and foe surging 
uround them The Army grew stronger and 
stronger. Assailed by theenemy in its inner- 
most entrenchments, it hasstood thestorm. 
until now there are none so ill-willed as 
not to do honor lo the intrepid men and 
women of the Sta 
heart in-heart in o 
Brotherhood. 

Work was commenced in Australia 
in 1881. it is an oft-told tale how two 
Christian Mission converts sailed rhilher 
in entire ignorance of each other's exist- 
•nce Both felt lonely in the same city. 
They attended a Meeting in which op; 
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1682. has been madi 
you tell 



South Africa. In spile ol 
and diffitullies occasioned by 
(her causes, splendid progress 
"I want to be converted, 
e how?" was the first 
ir comrades were asked on 
■ people all over the Sub- 
have been an.swering thai 
>m then until now. Chiefs 
witch doctors, and others 
have been won for Christ 
among the various native 
tribes, among whom we 
began to work four years 
later. 

The first steps of our 
work in Germany <1SS6) 
were taken as a result of 
what a young Prusai 
of our work in the United 



portunity was given for testimony, and ^^^ jungle 
there up sprang one to say, "Cod saved 
me, friends, in the Christian Mission in 
the Old Country." There was a glad 
ihoul from another part of the building — 
'Glory to God, so He did mel" These 
two men, one in' spirit and purpose for 
•!,= Salvation of the people, weie =00.. 
greeting each other in the presence of the 
whole congregation. And from that small 
oeginning sprang the hundreds of Corps [^^pj 
and Institutions which today cover the 
Australian Continent with a network of As 
Salvation. o' 




the Ire 



-and-Siripe.s who are '|ndie. 'Hoo'ed and stoned, 

great International j^jj^^ ^„j ^aled. were the 

menol ihat fir.st contingent; 

Commissioner Fakir Singh 

(Booth-Tucker) 

much misunderstood as he 

drummed his way through 

ancient streets, and 

id harcfnolrd the deserts 

adopted 



country. Four thousand 
centres nf Army work are 
the present day monument 
to the self-sacrificing toil 
and privations of those 
pioneer .saints: to cay noth- 
ing of Imperial honors 
which have been bestowed 

some ol those once 

and despised 

a natural 

le work 



upon 



jtgrowlh 
India, 



ol our 
I8BZ 

viU thi 



Wha stirring memories are aroused by Ceylon was invaded in 
ti.^ .croiic-iion of our early-day warfare 1885 Cruel and persistent 
n France, where our pioneer band landed persecution was often the 
in 1882. The Army Mother when pre lot of the f^rat converts, 
sent ng the Flag to her eldest daughter but Dulalandmg in our annals i> the 
quoted a text which has literallv been revered name ol Colonel Weerasooriya 
fulhlled for us: "! will make thee u mother who early gave his life in the bervice of land 
of Nations." The opening of France was the Flag 
the beginning of the fulfilment of that -pj^^ j^ 
promise The Army Mother herself wit- 5^^£J^n 
nessed some of the violently stormy . , 

icencs of thoae early days. It was in " *^ ^ ' 
Pans that Mrs. Bramwell Booth received BcneraiK 
her "baptism of fire" in company with country. M 
her devoted comrades 

The year f&B2 was noteworthy in the 
innuls of The Army in that it saw us 
marching forward on other lands, and 
qmidst unprecedented persecutions win- 
ning victories for our Master and our 
Flag Two immigrated Salvationists met 
in the streets of London, Ont., and there 
Degun, all unaided, the work of The Army 
in Canada. Soon spreadine to Toronto, 
ind benefitting by an overflow of spiritual 
energy from the United States, the Dom- 
inion wag quickly aflame. Today from Zealand, whi 
rlalifax to Vancouver and beyond, up to Officer: 



by 

jp 
were haled to prison. Cum- 
auBsioner Railton — tiiat 
Qoble pioneer in so many 
lands — had a share 
of those early Gciman 
contests, and it was i:min- 
ently fitting that hii call 
to Higher Service should 
reach nim in Colog le on 
the Saturday evening of 
July 19th, 1919. 

Our conquering forces 
swept forward to Hollpnd 
ir. 1SS7. Tilt linking up 01 
a Dutch teacher of Amster- 
dam with the remaking of 
our first French Song Book, 
aadly needing revision, had 
something to do with the 
beginning of our work in 
the Netherlands. This year 
too, saw us invade Den- 
mark, where, in common 
with our other Continental 
our early-day pioneers had lo 
much active oopoaition Ice- 
3t tacked in 1895. 
In 1887 we had answered a call to 
Italy, where naturally the fiercest opposi- 
tion was experienced, but in spite of much 
misunderstanding we still persist to tell of 
Jesus as the only Saviour and Mediator. 
Commissioner Ouchterlony travelled 
from Sweden into Norway in 1888 
Officers were sent from England to take 
mand, but the time for such necessity 



cement in 
another historic 

[I our succeeding 

k furlough in the 

Booth, our present 
General, could not find it in his heart to 
refu.<ic invitations to hold Meetings, and 

therchv I lanna Ouchterlony, our first - — - . -- " j m ■ e 1 

Commfssionc'r in Sweden, received such ^a' .'°"8 ='"« P»»°«*i Norwegian Salv: 
help and inspiration as to prompt her 
to devote her lilc to our service. It is a 
far cry from the days when our Swedish 
comrades were imprisoned for Chript a 
sake to the present, when they are held 
in high rcgnrd from the King do 
humblest subject 
The next 



to hit 



__re known the world over for 
their loyalty to our purpose and practice 
The year following our entry into Nor- 
way saw us raising our standard in 
Finland. Miss Von Haartman. a Finnish 
lady of culture, went to England for 
ng, and then in the face of Imperiaj 



stirrin 



ed fr 



story is New """^ national opposition fought on, until 

IBB?, two young today we have in that country one of our 

Eneland with but a ""Ea' regiments of Salvation. 1 he year 

j a few shilliiiBs 1889 also dotes our beifinning in Bclgium- 



here was a difficult field, but faithful toil 
on the part of a small band of Officera 
and Soldiers has brought about the up- 
raising of a structure which is at once OUF 
joy and our crown. Other countries of the 
South American Continent have been 
invaded; Chile in 1909 and Peru and 
Paraguay in 1910. Bolivia saw the 
arrival of our pioneers in 1910; andBrazit 
— last of the South American lands to 
receive ua — was possessed in 1922. 

Central America may not be thought a 
very easy sphere of operations for a 
cause with our message and methods, but 
one after the other the peoples of that 
troubled area have received us. Panarnp 
in 1904; British Honduras in 1915; tht 
Republic of Honduras in 1918; Cuba 
in the same year; Nicaragua also sees 
our Flag in its midst, and during the laAt 
year San Dontingo has reaoundcd with 
our songs. 

The Islands of the We»t Indies ara 
our possession; Jamaica having be4n 
first invaded in the year 1887; and the 
other colonies of those fair seaa quickly 
welcoming us to their shorts. Britiflh 
Guiana was taken in 1895, and in I92i 
we entered Dutch Guiana. 

I'he sum of the conquests of the Flaa 
is so great that one must haate in the 
telling, and be careful to leave none 
missing. Java welcomed to its shpras 
its first contingent in 1894, and the atory 
of our doings in those Dutch East Indiot 
is as a tale out of Sacred Writ. Cetebu 
brought within our sphere in I9IJ 
and Sumatra saw us arrive in 1915. 

An epic indeed is our Japan fttory. 
where our first Officers arrived in 1895 
Like a fire our message has spread through 
that ancient empire, and our heroes ther» 
are counted by the thousands, the great 
Leader of them being the present Lt.- 
Commiasioner Yamamuro. 

"The Land of the Morning Calm*'-^ 
Korea was awakened out of ita age-Ions 
sleep by us in 1908, and China becam* 
the Missionary Memorial of our Foundar 
in the year 1916. 

Since then we have told of the coming 
of our brave people to Rhodeaia, Kenya, 
Nigeria, Assam, Burma, PortHguesa 
East Africa and The Odd Coast, te 
speak of the Missionary Lands; and in 
Czecho-Slovakia (1919), Latvia (1923). 
Hungary (1924) and AuBtrin (1927), 
our European strength has now been 
re-inforced. 

And the lale is not dorve, nor may wo 
cease from t'ne telling until the word ot 
the Lord is fulfilled, that "from the 
uttermost parts of the earth have wa 
heard songs, even glory to the righteous." 
But His good word is performed already 
in that we have the "isles of the sea fai 
our possession." 

We have already mentioned the lovely 
islands of the Carribean Seas, but cannot 
lay down our pen without recalling tha 
fact that from Bermuda there have gong 
forth a veritable army of Salvation 
missionaries, and still there is a host 
remaining. Our pioneers arrived on ths 
lonely rocky shores of St, Helena, thai 
outpost of the South Atlantic, in I8B7 
Visitors to the Island of Malta see oui 
uniform in the streets of its capital. 
Gibraltar listens to our message, and 
has done so for nigh upon thirty yeara. 

Within the !ast few months the Anda- 
man Islands have come within out 
sphere of operations, and, latest conquest 
of all, our Japanese comrades have raised 
the World Flag of The Army in Formosa, 
that my.sterious island in the China Seaa 

And yet there are nationa of the earth 
that stretch out their hands for our 
coming; and still we sing, as did that «ld 
Christian Mission poet years before the 
sailing of our first overseas contingeixt: 

Onward we go, the world shall hear ftur 




its eehoca, Isudl^- 
vretched, Isat, and 



today. That same year 
of the curioualy garbed. 



the arrival year we extended our operations 
yet valiant, Uruguay. It need scarcely be said that 



And thro' the da 
ringing. 
Shall lead the .. 
wandering home. 
Salvation Army, Army o( God, 

Onward 10 conquer the world by Fin 
and Blood 
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l^ritten for ttje feneration to Come 



Ri:siE»sss:sKa»Ki»i»»@ 



;^ome Wov^^ bp E\)t ^vmp ilotljer 



Psalm 102: 18 



^t)e DnbtDeUins of (§oti 

Satan tempts you to shrink from a full consecration for fear you 
should not be able to live up to it; but if you will comply with the 
conditions, God will fulfil His promise. [f you will only yield up 
yourself without reserve. He will work in you to will and to do His 
good pleasure. 

Hear your Lord's words: "If a man love Me, he wiil keep My 
words; and My Father will love him, and We will come unto him, and 
make our abode with him." Surely, with the Father and the Son. 
you will be able tc do and suffer all things. 

The reason for your past failures has been the want of God. 
When God comes to dwell in you, when He betroths you to Him in 
faithfulness for ever, you will fail 
no more; His strength will be 
perfect in your weakness; you will 
be able to do all things through 
Christ. Who strengtheneth you. 
— "Practical Religion" 

Oh, people say, you must br 
very careful, very judicious. You 
must not thrust religion down 
people's throats. Then, 1 say. 
you will never get it down. What! 
Am I to wait till an unconverted, 
godless man wants to be saved 
before I try to save him> He will 
never want to be saved till the 
death-rattle is in his throat. Am 
i to let my unconverted friends 
and acquaintances drift quietly 
to damnation, and never tell them 
about their souls, until they say. 
"[f you please. I want you to 
preach to me." 

Verily we must make them look 

tear the bandages oft, open 
their eyes, make them bear it, and 
if they run from you in one place, 
meet them in another, and let 
them have no peace until they 
•ubmit to God and get their soul? 
saved. This is what Christianity 
ought to be doing, and there are 
olcnty of Christians to do it. 

Why, we might give the world 
such a time of it that they would 

get saved in very self-defence, if we were only up and doing, and 
determined that they sliould have no peace in their sins. Where ip 
our zeal for the Lord? 

" AggrC33icc Chriflianilij" 

QCljE ^ins of tt)£ ^coplf 

The Christians of this age. as a rule, want ail their time, and 
strength, and ability, and that of their children also, to enable them 
to climb up the ladder of the world's social position; to get up, up, 
from whence God — if Christ's teaching means anything — will say, 
'Thou fool." and hurl them down to perdition when they have 
dene. 

Friends, is it not true? If so, wc ought to go down on our faces 
and weep, and have a confession service — first, for those who feci that 
this truth applies to themselves; and, second, for those who, although 
their own consciences acquit them, know that it applies to thousands 
round about us 




Like the prophets of old did. let us humble ourselves for the 8in« 
of our people. Let us take their iniquities on our hearta ag far »» 
we may, weep over them, confess for them, and pray for tlicm and 
set ourselves to try to arouse them to a sense of their rcsponsibiliti 
and danger. —"Popular Chrmllantiv 

Sou itlust let (Sbo |?oiir Stiols 

Did Paul tell Agrippa and Festus to believe? No, he left then, 
trembling at his words, because they were not willing to abandon 
their sins and put away the accursed thing; but to the Pliilippian 
gaoler, who said. "Men and brethren, what must 1 do?" and who 
brought them out and began to wash their stripes, tiius doing work* 
meet for repentance at once, Iw 
said, "Believe on the Lord Jesui 
Christ and thou shalt be saved.' 

Ah, my friend, you may try to 
get hold of Christ to your dying 
hour and at the last be lost, whilt 
you are holding on to your idols 
if he could have saved us aftei 
that fashion we needed no Christ 
we could have gone into heaven 
without a Saviour; but He camt 
to save His people from their 
sins, and while you are in lovt 
with your sins, you may struggit 
and tremble as Agrippa and Felij 
did. and as the young Rulei 
did, and you will meet a similar 
fate. 

You must let go yiiur idols aiiil 
be willing that Jesus should comr 
and save you; not down amonj 
the dirt and mud of sin, but lilt 
you out of it; wash you; makt 
you clean; and keep \ ou clean 
circumcise your hearts; arc 

"lit ! ti.^ '"W ■- ■■'■■'— --J •U„„ „n, 

•shall know the gladness of Hi> 
Salvation' 

" AggTcfsiie ChrhlianiU' 

(Elje i^aints at tljr 

People say. 'Do you think tli- 

?iins of the saints are pning to be 

dragged out at the Judgmeiii 

Seat?" No. not the siiis of thf 

aamts. lor tlity arc cast behind His hack: but the shihIf them 

selves are going to be dragged out. 

One great end of the Judgment will be to decide wlio are the 
Kaints, and to show to the universe that Jesus was equal tc 
the work He had undertaken, namely, to destroy in the hearts ol 
His saints the works of the devil, and that He was stroni; enough t( 
hold them up against all the temptations and alJuremciii.'- of sin 
blameless unto that Day. 

And now they are to be revealed and held up, not as da.-k hollo* 
evil-hearted, hypocritical people, but as the saints of GikI, washed 
and saved and made clean and white, which you know mr:ins hob 
in the Blood of the Lamb. 

He will point all the devils in the universe to His saints, lliey wlH 
be His boast and glory, and manifest victory over the devil. Thf 
question of questions then will be. "Are you a saint?" 

"Poptilai fir itianlh 
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-icl I'lir tlic Tall and risiii-; af^'aiii dI' iiian\' in Isiaol; and lor a sijiii 
t,hi-(iu«rli thy own .soul also), thai tlic thoujdUs "f many lieail> 
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^Qiiu ^apingsi 



are ©ou ^atifif icb? 

Are yeu satisfied with your own rclJijiori^ l .'iliec [jeople tan only 
make guesses about you. No matter liow 1 rcqucntly they may be 
with you, they can still only infer what \ ou r^uiiy arc from what you 
do. When people talk to you about yoiji soul, about your state 
from the platform, or in the Holiness Mt^tliriL;. you can put them off, 
tell them you are right. I have no doubt ynir liopp vou will be when 
death and judgment finds you. 

Tell the truth now. Are you really and truly satisfied with your 
•tate? Can you look up to God while you read this and say. "The 
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effect produced upon me and in iiit: by niv ! 
my Saviour's sacrifice, and the 
operations of the Holy Spirit and 
the teachings of the Bible, and the 
labors of my comrades, and the 
wonderful opportunities that 1 en- 
loy, ie such that it gives me 
satisfaction." "The past may have 
been very imperfect and very un- 
faithful, it awes me with solemnity 
*hen 1 look back upon it, but the 
present condition of my heart 
ifives me satisfaction " 

If not, you know the remedy. 
Go down before God, repent, con- 
less, consecrate, believe, be filled 
.ind go forth to conquer, 

— The General's Letter 3 

Conberfiation 

I sometimes think that everj 
man has a Judas somewhere in 
•.!3 makeup. FM.d oftcncst of all 
that traitor is in his mouth. The 
shortcomings, misdoings, and im- 
perfections of those whom the 
Providence of God has placed 
Dver men, has ever been a tempt- 
ing topic for discussion. Fickle 
-ind weakly and evil minds arc 
mly too frequently led away by 
It, and a host of miseries and mis- 
lortunes follow. 

I know that those who are re- 
iponsible for this destroying of tht 
landmarks and undermining ol 
faith, will tell you it has been 
done without any evil intention 
But, alas, the evil consequences 

tiave followed, whether intended oi [u> U- .'-t be une ot thcar 
tneaking whisperers. Better pull ym.i longur cut by the mots, 
than let it cause one of God's little ones to stumble and be lost 

Do not allow yourselves to make insimiationa in tlic dark, 
'vhich you would be ashamed to have reiientcd in the broad day- 
light. Remember the words of Jc.sus: "Wliatsoc-vcr ye have spoken 
m darkness shall be heard in the liijlit. and that which ye havr 
■"poken in the ear shall be proclaimed upon the housetops. 

" Rcliffion fnr Eiiery Daif" 

KiturninB Hobc 

In the bosom of Jesus Christ tlu-rc dwelt the deepest hatred o( 
evil. And yet we read that when He beheld the multitude He had 
compassion on them. When, from the brow of Olivet. He beheld 
them whose hearts were so mastered with evil, and so bitter in tb.eir 




hatred of the Son of God that they resolved to murder Him, He wept 
over them. When He looked down upon them in His last agony 
on the bloody Cross to which they nailed Him, He prayed for their 
Salvation, and broke His heart on their behalf. 

Here is an example for ua, my comrades. You and 1 may con- 
demn wickedness. We must condemn it. We cannot help but 
condemn and hate the drunkenness, the pride, the selfishness, the 
lust, and a thousand other devilish things that are carried on around 
us. But if we are possessed of this Burning Love, we shall com- 
passionate the guilty doers of these hateful things. 

The human gifts counted of most value by men are denied to 
many. But all can have the Spirit of Burning Love. 

— "The Seoen Spirila" 

^olp Warfare 

Men sleep on the very verge of 
Hell. You must fight to awaken 
them. They walk about in their 
sleep, and live as in a dream. 
Their business, their pleasure, 
their sorrows, their miseries, hold 
them fast in a slumber nearly as 
deep as death itself — nay, they are 
dead while they live. 

You must awaken them. You 
know how you awaken people 
ordinarily who are asleep. You 
rush in upon them. You make 
them feel, hear, see something. 
You startle them, you change the 
current of their thoughts, you in- 
flict a passing pain, or do some- 
thing unexpected. 

So here with these sleeping 
souls. You must do something. 
You must come in upon them in 
their business, and amidst their 
amusements. You must shake 
tncrp in their sorrows, and in their 
miseries. Startle tlicm out of the 
fatal stupor in which they stand 
all unheeding on the brink of a 
burning Hell. You must fight to 
make men repent. 

"The Seven -Spiriij.- The Spirit 
of Holy Warfare" 

mjz iZeto Woxlti 

Tlie New World is for the 
righteous. The wicked have pos- 
sessed this eld world lui) Kill;;. Neilhci the entreaties, nor the tears, 
nor the heart's blood of the Lord Jesus, have been sufficient to 
persuade them to leave the ways of unrighteousness. But the reign 
of the transgressors will be at an end. They have spoiled one world; 
they cannot be allowed to spoil another. 

No Judas there will bargain for the sale of his Lord for the sake ol 
filthy lucre. No Ananias and Sapphira will go back upon their con- 
secration. No Pontius Pilate will strive to run with the hare and 
hold with the hounds. No one there will profess in public to be for 
Jehovah and prove in private that their heart is with the world. 

No one will think that they have a guarantee of future blessed- 
ness because they have a household of perishable commodities while 
destitute of the friendship of God. In fact, "There shall in no wise 
enter into it anything that defileth, neither whatsoever worketh 
abomination, 01 makelh a lie." -"All Things Neu'" 
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There Came a Mist and a 
eeping Rain - 

Clirlstiiisis Bay In a Leper Culnity 



By ENSIGN A. J. CILLIARD 



There came q mist and a weeping ram 
And life was never the same again 

AT every break in the conversation 
that orphan couplet drummed 
through' my brain aa ! lay stretched 
out on a long chair with my eyes search 
ing the indigo sky beyond the lights of 
the verandah 

"And in thirty days you^ll he home 
(Bid the Ensign wistfully twisting the 
colored paper cap from her Christmas 
cracker into a long roll of yellow against 
her white uniform. 

Home! My hearr jumped nt the word, 
although every thought in that direction 
was followed by feelings of deep shame 
in the company of comrades who had. out 
of love, put themselves more years away 
from home than I had been months 

Home, and the little fellow growr 
almost out of recognition, and his mother, 
and — 

The.e came a mist and 

- - . never the same agi 

That persistent couplet drummed in 
once more ami / ^neu) it was true 

For three days 1 had helped in a small 
way to tell the message of Christmas to 
■ilent audiences whose eyes alone an- 
guished the heart. To the Europeans, "rm .„ -„rr>; " .oU »k. r 

knowing that many of them were Lting "bu't ^ "can'^ray"^ ;ou''''Go"d i, .till 
the fruit of bitterness and scepticism. I „oof! is H,- nnr^ n,, „-, 7ll V, 1° 
i^mA tr\m^ I. ..nil T _i " gooti, IS He ootr Uo you stiu be leve 

h»d tried to talk ol my deepest experiences, ^^y 

lr.^^''J^^h^WuT\'"°"'?wtf^^\ "Y"- we believe," said the man 

flZ' \L^ Ll^f ^"^ '"u'j'^ T^ "^^ '"''i^^" what you have told us " 

flags, lamps and streamers, 1 had spoken "Good-night! G^ bless yoii! ■• Th, 

the old, old story, and yet here "" ''■" ' . .° . . ' '" 
verandah, after the Officer's Ch 
dinner in the Major's house at the hi 



weeping rain. 








"A young man of my own i 
ndanr. 



d streamers, 1 had spoken 

'f7u--°^l?=^>'A'; ■?" '^^ doo^closed^n that tragic scene and 

were out in the darkne3.s again, but only 
for a moment. Exclaiming, "I must look 
at the boys." and calling out and receiving 
an invitation to enter the Commandant 
opened another door, showing us into a 
larger room hung with many carvings and 
bearing abundant evidence.'; of refinement 
and taste Young men greeted us with 
going on our bright smiles and there was little sign of 
heart hre.nk in the voice of the Comman- 
darit. as she chaffed the young men about 
their Christmas feast, and lauglied gaily 
OS they answered her. Only when the 
door was closed did her voice suddenly 



of the valley, my mind wrestled with fear- 
ful doubts. Where was the love of God? 
There came a mist and a weeping rain. 
And life was never the same , 
"Nine o'clock!" snid the Ensign bright^ 
ly. "We must go. Commandant! Would 
you like to come, too? We' 
last round of the day" 

A Haunting Dread 
Any action was better than this haunt- 
ing dread of a collapse in one's temple of 
fdith 



So we went down the steps for the last change and her motherly bosom lift with 
chapter in my Pelantoengnn Christmas the perpetual sigh thai haunts Pelan- 
■tory. There was no moon nor star and toengan. 



the valley was filled with blackness No 
lound broke the uncanny quietude, for 
the invisible trees stood perfectly stili 
«nd the men and women in the houses 
hidden below had almost ended another 
day in their sad lives — no sound at all, 
unless I make mention of the faint voice 
of running water and the sonorous 
croak of bull frogs on the banks of the 
tnountain stream that sings — and is the 
only living thing that sings in the major 
key — through the valley and downwards 
te the Java Sea. 

Before we arrived at the first of the "i"*' 
little whitewashed houses where the '"""' 
Europeans five, the Commandant began '"^" 
to cry out in Dutch and English: ' 

"Good nightt Sweet dreams! God 



A young man of my own ag« 

"Poor lads!" she said. "Poor lads!" 
and her words were as a sentence of death 
once more repeated 

Past the little house of the man who 
reads away his days, past the bandmas- 
ter's home, into the house of the old man 
who begged. Oh. so piteously, for medicine 
to relieve his pain; past the tiny house 
where lived a young man of my own age. 
with my hobbies, with my trade at his 
linger ends, with a young wife lilic mine, 
with a heart like mine, with evciything 
t like me. only that I was a free 
ind he and his were lepers: past the 
of the biilliant scholar, who can 
neither walk nor use his hands nor see — 
bleao youl Good nighil" I lor voice rang "<> °"* "-'^^ forgotten. We saw or spoke 
cheerily through the darkness and from ^o nil — with a checiy "Good-night and 
the lattices lit dimly by lamplight from ^'"^ ''''*' you!" from my coiii)j,iiiioiia. 
within came the reply: but scarcely a word from me. fc the 

"Good night, Commandant! Good weeping rain was deluging my spirit. 

"'Blit'" So we eame to the stream thai, flowing 

On the step of one house we paused, through the bottom of Pelanioengan 

listening. Then the Commandant lifted Valley, divides the European from the 

the latch and gently opened the door. Javanese population. Down here the 

Therecameamist and a weeping rain. d;irknes3 was so dense that it seemed as 

The line crashed into my brain once though a thii-k curtain were hung before 

more, for in the tiny white-walled room my eyes. The briu'ss trembled beneath 

sat a man, beside a bed. On the bed, our feet. We groped our way along the 

with her knees drawn up beneath her path on the left bank of the stream to- 

chin and her great dark eyes looking dully ward a long white building, like an English 

at visitors, was all that was left of a thatched barn. This was the fust of 

woman who had long been a leper. Her the "zaals" where the Javanese patients 

husband had no flilgc/s and no toes, but lived. 

she was in far worse plight. Along the walla were ranged low bcd- 

"Is the pain bad tonight?" osked the steads, each one occupied by a siiapcless 
Commandant. form. Grotesque shadows danced on the 

"Very bad," was the man's reply, brown floor and whit«-wa6hed walls as 
04 he glanced at the woman who. one the lamps swung in their brackets, com- 
day in the fanciful past, had been his pleting the cerinesg of this dim interior, 
comely, happy bride From bed lo bed we, went bidding the 



tge., .. unj Ac UW5 a leper" ' 

lepers good night, and then I saw the firsl 
glimmer of light in my overwhelming 
perplexity, for between those white Offi- 
cers from my native land — one had been 
stationed at the next Corps to mine - 
and those pitiful victims of ir.curahle 
disease, there was a bond of love that 
transfigured bolh visitors and visited 

"Slaamat! Slaamat!" (Blessing!) The 
greetings that ran down the long dim 
building were full of patience and peace. 
Love had driven pain away for a few 
happy moments, for the sisters had come 
to bid the patients sleep well The air 
in the "zaal" was heavy with the strange 
odour o! the sickness and it was a relief 
to all ll„r senses to go out again into the 
blackness A new sound reached our 

"They're singing up therei' said tin- 
Commr.ndant. indicating a huilcling w!,e,e 
some of the less dreadfully sick were 
living 

"They're so happy since most of them 
gave their hearts to God. and now they 
have a testimony fleeting before they 
go to sleep." 

.. ","^, l'^"'' W' °" the latch of the second 
sick house door before I was fit to leave 
'i "u^ij-"' ''"tkness The people in 
that building were singing a tune 1 had 
last heard mingling with the roar of 
traffic on a London thoroughfare. Then 
Ft had seemed to be a triumphant chailenge 
Irom an army marching to victory Now 
on this Christmas night, in a deep and 
liopeleiis tropical valley, its poigriancv 
ctiecked the heart and forced the tears 
to the eyes. A confused chorus of happy 
grecimgs broke oul as we entered the 
building. On cither side hands were 
raised in salute 

That Waiting Room of Death 
It came to me. in a fl.isl: of 

that 1 was the only r-J.cl ■„ il 

r-- m for death, rinicrness had Qtd from 
the hearts of the su/fercru, because they 
w-re ,o greatly loved Cod had given 
hem the S.s.ers m place o( ,he common 
blessings winch I enjoyed .So I he light 
upread in my mind, and as we stood in the 
medical room above the liou.sea and the 
Sisters washed ihe liandt that had so 
lately touched limbs covered with the 
germs of malignant disease. I began to 
see that herein was nmn.fesi the love of 
God. that .such as those -.hm.lA I . 

t I ,. as tiic...c HJiould. because 

ol Ills power with.i, ijicj,,. Icve il 
homes in Weslern hind.i lo Ic 
Ciislern tropical valley ol |)ai 
They would have Mnrccl 
nl me had I spoken my tl,ou,,l„». "■■'^\f'. 
sncrihcc IS a word scklom lie,r(( in The 
Army's Lejicr Colonics lim li,- J„,L 

1 I ui"^.,s, [jui ii^e aarkncsB 

grew le.48 thrcalemn,;. and the sound of 
tlic river less ominous because the loot 
meps of those Officei, climbing the h^l 



anon, 
liting 



:n tliLi Fa. 

and death. 

surpri. 



lere was once a man in ii prayei 
meeting who told how much he wished 
he had lived on the earth in the days when 
Mary was looking for a place where hoi 
child might be born, and how glad he 
would have been if she had come knock- 
ing at his door asking for that honoi 
"Imagine it, brethren," he exclaiincd 
"lo have had the privilege of affordini 
shelter to tlie Christ-child. Vt'hy I comi 
■er to being jealous ol thai iiin-teepei 
than of any other living person " 

Now, our blessed Lord heard what thai 
wishful man said, and nem day I le sent 
him a letter written, not in an ancient 
language that would be difhcult to de 
cipher, but in plain English, and He told 
him of a home for desolate moihere cmd 
unwanted children, and asked lor hi) 
helpful sympathy. The man looked at 
the letter, gave an angry eiclaination 
saying something about "drabs and 
gutter-brats." tore the paper in iwo. and 
threw it into the waste paper basket. 

The Lord excused him. saying, "My 
people are dull of hearing and slow ol 
seeing. I must be patient and lud 
gently." and sent another letter saying 
one of the Lord's disciples had failed to 
keep his pledge to the Lord's cause, and 
asking the man to step into the breach 
To remind the man of his oft-expressed 
desire to be of service lo his Master, tht 
Lord added: "He that giveth to the pooi 
lendeth to the Lord." Again the man 
destroyed the letter, crying, "Tliert 
ought to be a stop put to those begging 
letters." 

Gave the Man Another Chance 
The Lord, who is not willing that any 
should perish, gave the man anothei 
chance, and to try to make him under 
stand that the letter came from 1 limsell 
He v.-rote asking for money for somi 
sLurviii); children in the land where Hi 
Himself was born, and at the close Ht 
added; "Inasmuch as ye have done il 
unto one of the leist of these. My chil 
dren. ye have done t unto Me" But tht 
man lore the Ir ler in pieces, spying 
"Let the Near Ea .t look after its own i:hil 
dren. We've got .jnough causes and 
appeals in oar own country to drive a man 
crazy." 

Then the fjjrd. who is ever mereiiul 
and long sufferi ig to us-ward. liEid it in 
His mind lo fc.ve the man one mort 
opportunity, so lie put before hiin a tale 
of terrible and long-drawn-oat misery, and 
told him there were still leper^ on the 
earth, and that, as in the olden I line He 
was anxious to help them, so wan Me now 
He reminded the man that if he could not 
himself work amongst the lepei». he miglii 
at least take a share in the cos; o! such 
labours- But the man was naslLi - sarcas- 
tic, and said that he did not belieie halt 
the tales the missionaries told, lliey were 
much too over-drawn for any sensible tnan 
to regard a^i true An<f he sliriigged hi» 
shoulders and threw the paper aw,iy to be 
burned 

The man mill attends Prayer-Mcetingi 
and sighs for the days when Jesu.i walked 
and talked with men and when a person 
really had a chance really to do something 
for Jesus, but. curiously enough, I he Lord 
never seems to enter the Prnyer-Meetinf 
any more, until this partieular bioilierhii 
finished speaking. 

to their austere dwelling in I lie Valley 
of Leprosy spoke to me of the love ol 
God shining through the baffling inysler} 
of lingering disease. 

This Chriatmastidc 1 shall give thanlte 
for the mist and the weeping rain of 
Pelantoengnn, It has broufiht me o 
step nearer lo the meaning ol ChrisltnM 
Dav- 



rmniDning wjl 
C.ptain Will. 
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THE STORY OF JOHN DUN 

By The General 

fOllN DUNMORE was n drunken 
London, caught by the songs of 
^rmy, convicted ol sin by the Spirit 
.aved through the Blood of Chri.st at 
Form of Netting Hill fLondonl Corps 
Aa a Soldier, he had the rough-and-t 
that often falls to the lot ol early C 
with sticks, stones, riotous tWecting.s. 
itruggle with fiery temptations. Bui 
instead of quenching the flame of dev 
poured oil upon it, and. after tour o 
eteady, Soldierly duty. Dunmore and f 
Candidates for Oflicership 

Now. they were above the age at wh 
tie usually aceepted; quiet people, wil 
ar youthful dash. The second time th 
Divisional Officer said: 

"Dunmore, I'm afraid it's no goo 
be putting on you a responsibility 
carry. You are married, and older ih 
ire when they come to us. Let the i 
however, while we consider it." 

"All ri(ht," answered John, and v 

<ix weeks he was back again "What 

"We c»n't accept you." 

"Very well, Colonel." said he. quit 

It down in your books that the Lord ha 

In that Division there was just thei 

where the hard fight was at its hardest 

intrenching itself behind the genera 

indiftennce of the people One pair 

been utterly defeated. The Divisioi 

at his wits' end. Then Dunmore i 

before him. oaying. "If you really wo 

in in me. «end me to this place." He 

Give Me and My God a C 

He went to the Corps, and said 

people. "What Bre you making all t 

Listen to me. I'm no parson, but ( 

yourselves- Give me and my God a 

trouble ceased. Souls began to be a 

After the Corps had been placed 

utability he came to an Officers' Me 

of the Lord's dealings with him; at the 

of his superior, "What do you think ol 

"You ate quite right, John," w 

The Lord has accepted you. You i 

lo the Training College." 

This was in 1885. He subscquet 
of nearly twenty Corps, and had th 
the Lord's arm made bare in behalf o 
souls And in May of 1899 he lay dyin 
i lome of Rest at Brighton. An old ( 
him there, towards the last, referrei 
rejection, and the assurance that 
accepted him." 

"It was all right." said dying 
looking back with the sharpened sig 
to gaze on the Celestial City. "!t w 
necessary my faith should be atrenf 
trial of rejection. 1 went home sm 
noon, and was never more peaceful 
knew it was all right." 

As he lay waiting death's coming 
lound the neck of his old Divisional 
fmbracc of affection, and scntjiis 
comrades-in-arms. "Tell the Oiliccr 
back — never to look back!" cried 
'I'm dying. I know it; but ij J ha 
oocr again, I'd do ns J'te done! 

Thus he died, unknown to the woi 
out of the silence, voices arose that cl 
fame built on cleansed hearts and r 

THE DRUNK WHO SANG HIS 

We were conducting a "Drunks" 
Corps, and a man insisted on singin 
90 drunk he could hardly Bland, I 
liim, and to get him to sit down, bi 
winging, and wanted lo fight, so I Jet 

He sang his mother's song: "I've 
Oh, such a Friend," and then was as 
and we had eleven seekers. "The n 
lo the Corps was to "swisar in som 
man waB among them in full unilorn 
Corps Color-Sergeant, He was sav 
fallowing the Meeting I have descn 
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"Lord, when saw I Thee.,.? 

There WQ3 once a man in 
neeting who told how mucti he wiBhed 
le had hved on the earth in the di.ys „hm 
.lary was looking for a place where hcT 
Inid rnight be born and how glad he 
^ould have been if she had come Juioct 
ig Bt his door aaking for that horoi 
fmagine it brethren," he enclaimed 
to have had the privilege of adordin, 
liclter to the Christ-child. Why I coral 
earer to being jealous of that inn-keepe, 
■i:in of any other living person " 

Now, our blessed Lord heard wliat thai 
•ishful man said, and nent day He sent 
im a letter written, not in an ancieni 
inguage that would be difficult to d«- 
pher. but in plain English, and He told 
im of B home for desolate moiliers and 
nwanled children, and asked fof hi> 
elpful sympathy. The man looked ai 
ic letter, gave an angry exclamBtion, 
lying something about "drabs and 
jiter-brats." tore the paper in two, and 
irew it into the waste paper basket. 
The Lord excused him. saying. "?^1y 
iople are dull of hearing and slow ol 
eing. I must be patient and leid 
^ntly," and sent another letter aayino 
le of the Lord's disciples had failed tn 
Sep his pledge to the Lord's cause, and 
king the man to step into the breach 
5 remind the man of his oft-ecpresKd 
aire to be of service to his Miister. th< 
)rd added: "He that giveth to the pooi 
ideth to the Lord." Again the man 
stroyed the letter, crying. "TTiert 
ght to be a stop put to those beggini 
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Jesus the prisoner's fetters breaks, and bruises Satan's head; 
Power into strengthless aouU He speaks, and life into the dead. 



Another Chance 
not willing that any 



Gave the Ma 
The Lord, who 

JuliJ perish, gave the man anothei 
incc, and to try to make him under, 
nd that the letter came from Himself. 
> ■•■.■rote asking for money tor sonii 
tvuiK children in the land where Hi 
mscif was born, and at the close H» 
Jed: "Inasmuch as ye have done ii 
10 one of ihe le ist o( these. My chil. 
:n. ve hove done I unto Me " But iht 

lore the Ir ter in pieces. 3-»yinj. 
El the Near Ea ,t look after its own chil- 
n We've got enough eauses and 
)e Is in our own counlry to dri-,c a man 

rhen the Lord, who is ever merciful 

1 long sufferi ig to us-ward. had it ir 
I mind to g.ve ihe man one mor* 
>oriunity, so 1 le put before him a tall 
errible and long-drawn-out misery, and 
I him there were still leper.-, on the 
Ih. and that, as in the olden time Hi 

I anxious to help them, so was i le now 
reminded the man thai if he could not 
iself work amongst the lepeis, lie might 
east take a share in the eo.si o( such 
Jurs. But the man was nastn - ssrcafr 
und said that he did not believe hall 
tales the missionaries told, liiey wer» 
:h too over-drawn for any seiisib'c man 
egird ai true And he shriigKed hlj 
ilders and threw the paper uway to b« 
led. 

he man still attends Pruyer-Mcctingi 
sighs for the days when Jesus walked 
talked with men and when a person 
y had a chance really to do something 
lesuH, but, curiously enough, ilic Lord 
ir seems to enter the Prayer-Mcclint 
more, until this partieiilar brother hst 
hed speaking. 

heir austere dwelling in tJic Volley 
flprosy spoke to me of the love ol , 
shilling through the baffling mystery [, ^ 
igering disease. ! 

lis Cbristmastide 1 shall give thnnlii L 
the mist and the weeping rain ol 
ntoengan. It has brought me t 
nearer to the meaning ol Chrinlmai 



ini wilh hi.i Salvalioniil leper 
n Win. 1. Mcphllii. > Cl.i.Ja 
««ry in J«v,, 
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THE STORY OF JOHN DUNMORE 

By The General 

John DUNMORE was a drunken coal-heaver in 
J London, caught by the songs of The SalviUion 
Army, convicted of sin by the Spirit ol Gotl, ;in(l 
laved through the Blood of Christ at the Penitenl- 
Form of Netting Hill (London) Corps 

As a Soldier, he had the rough-and-tumble trainini; 
that often falls to the lot of early Converls— (islili 
with sticks, stones, riotous Meetings, and the Ijjller 
■truggle with fiery temptations. Bui these tlunti.-;. 
instead of quenching the flame of devotion to Jcsii.s. 
poured oil upon it. and. after four or five ycjirs of 
iteady. Soldierly duty, Dunmore and Wii* wife became 
Candidates for Officership 

Now, they were above the age at whicii Cundifl.-ncH 
are usually accepted: quiet people, without brilliantc 
• r youthful dash. The second time they applied, tlif 
Divisional Officer said; 

"Dunmore, I'm afraid it's no good. We sliould 
be putting on you a responsibility you could not 
carry. You are married, and older than our 0(h-ers 
are when they come to us. Let the matter lie over, 
however, while we consider it." 

"All right," answered John, and went away. In 
•ix weeks he was back again "What's the result?" 

"We can't accept you." 

"Very well. Colonel," said he. quietly; "but wntc 
Jt down in your books that the Lord has accepted me" 

In that Division there was just then a small Corps 
where the hard fight was at its hardest, the oppoiiition 
intrenching itself behind the generol mockery and 
indifierenee of the people. One pair of Officers had 
been utterly defeated. The Divisional OfTircr was 
at his wits* end. Then Dunmore appeared again 
before him. saying, "If you really want to see what 
IS in me, send me to this place." He was sent 
Give Me and My God a Chance 

He went to the Corps, and said publicly to the 
people. "What are you making all this fuss about? 
Listen to me. I'm no parson, but a workman like 
yourselves. Give me and my God a ehaoce" The 
trouble ceased. Souls began to be saved. 

After the Corps had been placed on a fooling ol 
■ tability he came to an Officers' Meeting, and told 
of the Lord's dealings with him; at the end he inquired 
af his superior. "What do you think of that?" 

"You ttr* quite right, John," was the answer 
"The Lord has accepted you. You must go at once 
lo the Training College." 

This was in 1885. He subsequently had charge 
of nearly twenty Corps, and had the joy of seeing 
[lie Lord's arm made bare in behalf of a multitude of 
souls And in May of 1899 he lay dying at the Omcers' 
I lome of Rest at Brighton. An old comrade vi.siting 
him there, towards the last, referred to that early 
rejection, and the assurance thar "the Lord had 
accepted him," 

"It was all right," said dying John Dunmore, 
looking back with the sharpened sight of eye.-; soon 
to gaze on the Celestial City, "It wa.i all riglil, and 
necessary my faith should be strengthened by that 
trial of rejection. I went home smiling that altcr- 
noon, and was never more peaceful and joyful i 
knew it was all right." 

As he lay waiting death'B coming he put Ins arms 
round the neck of his old Divisional OfTirer in a last 
embrace of afTection, and sent his mcBszigc to his 
<;omrndes-in-arm8. "Tell the Oflicers never lo look 
buck — never to look back I" cried John Dunmore 
'I'm dying. I know it; hul if I had to Hoc my lift 
oecT agatix, I'd do as I've done!" 

Thus he died, unknown to the world, but suddenly 
out of the silence, voices aro.ie that claimed for him a 
fame built on cleansed hearts and ransomed lives 



THE DRUNK WHO SANG HIS OWN SOLO 

We were conducting a "Drunks" Medina' ai one 
Corps, ond a man insisted on singing a solo; he was 
ao drunk he could hardly stand. 1 tried in quieten 
him, and to get him to sit down, but he insisted on 
liinging. and wanted lo fight, so I let hini .sini? 

He sang his mother's song: "I've found a Friend, 
Oh, such a Frienci," and then was as quiei as a lamb 
and we had eleven seekers. "The nexl lime 1 went 
lo the Corps was to "swear in" some Soldiers. This 
man was among them in full uniform, and is now the 
Corps Color-Sergeant. He was saved the weekend 
fellowiitg the Meeting I have described. — G.H. 



BROKEN FErrERS 

}^ By Consul Emma Booth-Tuciceb 

^■/" ^1 IfC sal by ihe open window. It was a 
'^ K'orioutj .summer's night, hardly a bicczc 
siirrtd ilie sleeping flowers, and lovely foliage 
di.ii (Jerked tlie lawn on which her eyes rested. The 
^ilcrii Ijri^'hines.s of [he .shining stars served to lend 
.1 :;t:ns(; of tranquility to tlie scene. All was so 

.^iriLRfie contrasts, indeed, were these outward aur- 
rourvlmj-s with the re-^iless storm nf controversy and 
i!i;»i)v ili:a swayed tlie heurt of the eighteen -year-old 
f^rl wfio s:U in the window 

I Icr face was p-^lc I ier eyes, ever and anon filled 
witii [e;irii. Presently she slid from her cushioned 
.■^LMi du\^■n upon her knees and the anguish of her 
lieiri found language in prayer. It was that one 
Idler only that bound her. From other thinga of 
rliiirrn and intereat, of worldly prospect and fleeting 
fn^citiiilion her heart had* in measure, been weaned; 
tlic ^'oldcn linUs ol their glittering spell had been 
hTciken. In great measure she was free. She realised 
it She w:\R not lied, as her companions were, by the 
conventionalities and demiindsof society life, or worldly 
thriildomi and yet, in the secret centre of her own 
lic-ri',-i consciouanesa, she knew that though by only 
one feller, she was bound. 

She aficrwards explained that for months before 
she yielded she realised she was called — called by 
voices too powerful and too appealing to ignore; 
entiled to leave the foolish, fading fancies of time 
for [he evcrloating gain and glory of eternity; called 
to arise and follow into paths of service, where each 
golden moment should be used in sowing, so that in 
eiernity she and others might reap; called to live to- 
day lor lo-morrow. that to-day might be filled with 
the satisfaction that nothing on earth can give, and 
tlie morrow with everlasting reward. 

The Deciding Hour Had Come 

The slru}(}(le at first had been terrible, but an that 
summer night the deciding hour had eome — the 
question must be faced whether she would cut with 
the hand of consecration the one remaining link that 
bound her lo the life flf self and separated her from the 
spliere of service. 

Even father and mother had kissed her, striving 
to restrain their scalding tears aa they bade her go 
in the way that she realised God would have her take 
— and yei. one coil had fastened itself about her 
heiirt — one tender prospect, all the tenderer and 
stronger, so It seemed to her, because none, save 
One. knew of its existence in her young, strong heart. 
Bui in the sacred hush of that summer's night aht 
laid her treasure down^ and the God of love proved 
strong enough lo destroy the tempter's spell, to sever 
the remaining fetter, and to enable her to arise and 
follow Christ, even as a Saviour of mon. She ha» 
counted her Converts by the seores. 



A MURDERER HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN 

fiy Lieut-Colonel Gordon Simpson. IHQ 

WHILE visiting a court in the slums of a great 
city, I came across a man on the lop of a pile 
of burning soot bags piled up against the from 
of his hovel of a home, lie was drunk, and hackinfi 
away at the window frame with a hatchet. Rushing 
up 1 wrenched the chopper out of his hand- He fell 
to the ground. At that moment the bolt of the doo/ 
was shot back, and I was hurriedly beckoned in by a 
white faced and haggard looking woman. 

In the corner lay a poor huddled frame, a lad ol 
seventeen, swathed in bandage and covered from head 
to foot with sores. Both were terrified. The mother 
e^pinined that her husband was a sweep, and when 
drunk always tri«d to murder this lad. For seven 
years he had been laid aside as a result of a thrashing 
received from his father in a drunken fury. The 
memory of the man's sin waa ever before him. and 
when unbalanced by drink, he sought to wipe out the 
evidence of it by taking the life of his son. 

It had taken more than two or three policemen to 
take him to jail when the drink fiend had hold of him 
When very drunk he would crawl home *'on all fours" 
barking like a dog. 

Outside in the Gloom 

Once in the middle of the night at the Quarters I 
was awakened, and saw outside in the gloom this poor 
fellow. He had placed his boots on the step and was 
murmuring something about "finishing it all " Ha 
made off in his stockinged feet down to the river, | 
dressed and went after him, A constable had. how- 
ever, stopped him. but was quite prepared to hand him 
over to me. After a wash and something hot, and som* 
kind words^ he was put to bed in the Quarters. Thl» 
made a great impression on his mind. 

The fight for this man's Salvation waa a long, hard 
struggle, and involved much hard work and disap- 
pointment- But at last God's grace brought forth 
fruits of repentance. After a Soturday of drinking 
he wandered on to a common and slept under a bush 
all night. On the Sunday morning the terrors of 
Heil took hold of his soul. About 7.30 he made his 
way with unsteady and weary steps to Knee-Drlll 
1 lis tears and cries were heard by the Saviour and he 
attended the rest of the Meetings that day a converted 
man. He became a trophy whose testimony was 
with no uncertain sound. 



SALVATION IN THE POTATO PATCH 

By Major Horace Dodd, Australia 

A CAPTAIN and his Lieutenant passing by a peai 
orchard on their regular weekly journey, saw a 
small, withered old man pottering around the 
trees. Upon inquiry, they learned that he was a 
not:ibly bad man in the distriet, a drunken, blasphem- 
ing bca-captain, said to have been associated with 
pirates in his early life. He had never been known to 
enter u plocc of worship, and seldom spoke without an 
oath He was only prevented by legal restraint from 
disnipating the property which his wife and family had 
helped to get together. 

The Lieutenant resolved to win him for God. One 
day, while passing along the road by himself, he saw 
the old man standing near the fence. The Lieutenant 
greeted him. "Good day, grandfather! How are 
you today?" He received the ungracious reply, "I 
don't know that the day is so good, and 1 bain't no 
grandfather to you." The Lieutenant answered good 
humourcdly, "Well, if you are not my grandfather, 
you are old enough to be, and 1 called you that out of 
re.spcct for your years." This somewhat mollified the 
old man; he became more civil, and Anally accepted a 
copy of '"The Young Soldier" to take to his grand- 
children 

The next week when passing that way t'je Lieuten- 
ant spied him working some distance up the orchard. 
Jumping over the fence he made his way over to him, 
saying. "Well, grandfather, so you are pruning the 
trees today. 1 thought I'd call and ask how the 
children liked the paper 1 gave you last week?" "Well." 
replied the old man, "f don't see that it conaarns you 
what 1 am doing, nor is it any of your business to come 
walking across a man's orchard, treading it down; 



I OBEYED THE CALL 

By The Late Mrs. Colonel Harris 
fjNE morning while I was busy preparing to wash 
^^up the breakfast dishes the voice of God spoke to 
me, telling me to go and visit a particular house in 
Brisbane. At first 1 reasoned with myself that I 
had my duties to perform, but again God's voice como 
to me, then t obeyed, and went to the house. 

When I knocked at the door there was at first 
no BnsvitT. Then the Devil told me how fooJish I 
was to come to a house so early before 1 had completed 
my own duties. However, I knocked again, and thia 
time the door was opened by a woman who was pale- 
faced and scared-looking. She said. "Come in! My 
husband was just going to cut my throat with a carving- 
knife." Apparently the man had lost his reason. I 
have never failed to thank God that I obeyed Hia 
voice that morning. 

but I guess the paper was all right." Giving him an- 
other "Young Soldier" and making a cheery remark 
about the work he was doing, the Lieutenant departed. 

Each week the Lieutenant sought out the old man, 
and in the course of a few weeks it became the regulai 
thing for him to wait at the bottom of the orchard 
— olten with a pear or an apple, and a smite of welcunie 
and a kind word. Gradually the Lieutenant strength- 
ened his hold until he was able to deal with the old 
man about his soul. Eventually he lead him to Christt 
and one day he was sworn in as a Salvation Army 
Soldier- 
In a Potato Field 

Farewell orders having been received, my Lieu- 
tenant and 1 were visiting our people for the last time* 
when away in a potato field wc aaw an elderly man 
working: he was the father of one of our Converts 
Jumping over the fence we made our way to him. Aftei 
a friendly little chat, we dealt with him on spiritual 
things. Prior to this he hud made no profession ol 
conversiun. so ii w;ir samcwh.it to our surprise when he 
told us he was saved We got dawn upon our kncea 
among the potato rows and prayed with him. commend- 
ing him to Goda care, and so left him. When oui 
successors arrived they found him rejoicing in Salva^ 
tion. He told them thut he had definitely given him 
sell to God when wc dealt with him in the potato patch 
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Hark 'Ae glad sound! The Saciaur comes. 

The Saviour proniiseJ lon^' 
Let every heart prepare a throne 

And every voice a snn^. 

HAD tlie reader chnnccd. one Sabbath 
evening, some vears ago. to pause 
under the beautirully illuminated 
stained glass windows of a large church, 
located on the main thoroughfare of a 
certnin thriving town in oTd Ontario, the 
volume of sweet music Hoating forth on 
rhe frosty nir would At once have at- 
tracted notice. For the congreg^ition 
was the largest in the town, the organ a 
magnificent one and the choir enjo}-ed the 
reputation of being the best for many 
miles around. 

On ascending the broad stone steps 
and passing up into the spat iou,* and 
brilliantly lighted interior one would hn\'e 
be-n further iinpresped by ibc splendour 
of the auditorium, and the general a:r of 
h-ell-being and comfort. It might hnve 
been burmiped. a^id quite correctW, that 
the coTigrcgarion was made up of 
perous foSk. and that their interest 
church, HO far aa external appearnncea 
went, at least, was of a practical nature 

That interest in the spiritual fide of 
things was not rntircly lacking was indi- 
cated hy the nods, sniilcj? and occ^isional 
"Anien.-;" i-orv. a certain, if old -fash lor.cd. 
pection of the congregation, in response 
to the ci\rncsc utterances of the pastor. 
dn elderly ma.n, with ailver-grey hair and 
benign countenance 

Tlie :^ern^on concluded, the choir, im- 
prci:!f:vc!\- robed in white fuj-piices. 
rendered an anlliem m honor of the o::c:is- 
lon— C!:ri;-tmL.s Eve— in the coij;se of 
which one of their number engaged in a 
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Say, shait v 
decolian. 
Odors af EJom and offerings dicine; . 
Gems o/ the mountain, and ptarls of Ah 
the ocean, 
Murrh from Iht forest, or gold from 
'the m/neP 
•Will you alter your decision. Bob? 
You know that your father is dead set 
against it. " Bob Falconer's mother was 
speaking 

"I know Dad is anxious that I should 
stick to my music and make good that 
wav, but everybody's talking about the 
We'st these da\s. There's no future and 
no work for a fellow in this burgh and 
there's all kinds of adventure awaiting 

out in the Rockies. Jack 1 larllcy told _^ 

nrie only yesterday that his brother Jim g^j^ \^\ 
wrote from Cal^rary to say there was all 
kinds of gold in the mountains" And 
Bob flung out his hands aa 
prasp the precious metal. 

Maybe 50. but 1 v/ant to tell you that advj„ of his old deacon friend 
that same prec.ous meta needs a mighty ^^me place of worsh 
lot of hard digging, my boy. II you arc father's appeal to 'ioi 



the 



III 
Bob Falconer was delighted with all he 
saw of the Gateway City of the West. 
Its wide, straight streets, tall buildings ^ 
and pleasant green boulevards appealed ^^^^ 
vastly to him. and he determmed to look 
for employment there. Being a smart- 
looking young fellow this was not long in 
forthcoming, and so, as clerk in a large 
departmental store, he proceeded to 
lise his desire to save enough money to 
through to the mystic mountains 
liich still beckoned him on. 
Unfortunately, in his h. 



Fathe 



, , ......V. ^«,.^x^^.J a iia^te tO aCqUITC 

1 about to wealth, he omitted to attend to his more 
portant needs, and forgot the urgent 

" end 

and also his 
. . , the choir." 

Thus, as with many another trans 
and having his Sundays on his hands, he 
fell in with a "bunch" of Sabbath-dese- 
erat.ng merry-makers: and Bob's voice 
made hitn plenty of friends, or more 
correctly speaking, companions. 

Fortunately, his relapse was not for 

long, for one day his muiicallv-inclined 

ear caught the sound of men "marching 

and music plaving a familiar hymn-tune — 

one of the same melodies he was wont to 

.sing in Hie old home-iuwn choir It was 

The Arn.y Band on its way to the Citadel, 

, ., and be decided to follow with the result 

.113 for if you jre going to that he was converted, and became the 

recipient of a changed heart. "Ah." he 

jojfully .=oliloquifed. a 'cw days later, as 

he sanft his testimony in the Open-Air 

"1 I'l.nkl knownowsomethingof 



d digging, m 
xw.'ie \'ou will listen 
advice', and .«tay at home." 

iVlr. Falconer wa.-^ a goo-.l-naturcd. hard- 
working, easy-going sort of man. and not 
ros- pogse.«sing an abundance of education 
'''f himfelf. was an.^ious that his clildren 
hould get all thev could. He was par 
iculnrly proud of Bob's knowledge of 
iiu.^ic. and hoped some day lo see him a 
iro,''essor of the art. Bob's propo.'iiCion 
o go out West was therefore not quite 
n keeping with hi= idea of things 

"It's wasting of all your learning." he 
ibjecied. "What has the good Lord 



throw them all away? And -.hat will 
the choir do without you. to be 
Mr Fall-oner was proud of his sc 

npli?hmcnts in tht' big chufch of which \Y 



thrilled passengers — that is thoa» 
who had never made the trip 1 efore- 
gH,ed about them in awe and . ord. 
i_astle-like mountains, .sentinels of tht 
ages, lowered at tremendous heights abov, 
the crawling. io\-like in comr son 
train. Impassable barriers of so' d od 
were pe:ietrated m seemingly mir ulou. 
From dii7y heights the spec 
tutors gazed into the yawning dej hs ol 
canyon.'), at the bottom of wh ch the 
mountain streams seethed and boiled likr 
a cauldron. 

Among the passeiiKCrs, now wcarin. 
the braid of an Army Lieutenant. s,>t ou. 
old friend. Bob Falconer. He hnd been 
oddly enough, appointed to aB.<i«t at « 
small mining-lown in the Kootenai.3 and 
was engaged in contemplating, and" 
the splendour of the mountain-scenery 
the strange turn of events now tak ng I ir 
on to the part of tlie country to wh ch hf 
ent b"^ '^', P"' =° '^°''''>' '"' the"rir=l in, atice 
"- ^°^ ?°''J- was his quest this lime, howt-^er 
but souls 

V 
// carrte upon the midnigfil clem 
That gloriouj Jang of old. 
Christmas Eve in 
Kootcnays. The co 

large one. and the population, moitlj 
miners and lumbermen, was of the usua 
rough and ready order Albeit generous 
"" -uggcdly indifferent to religious in 
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pro 



lent 



rh< 



in hi^ •eens, with a fr.mk. boy 
face. ?,iid pos.^cri^cd of a sweet tenor ^-o 
vvhich au'Tiiicd well. mus-cnlK' at s 
rate, fcr his iiiture. He had many 
mireri: iiinoni! the cor.C: egation, and 5C 
of llesc tliouglit that the >oung choris 
excelled himself in lua cifcrts 

Wuh tho i-lo.<;n- of the an;hcm c 
The benediction, ir.id the d-smissn 1 1 



elf was a worthy membe 
But Bob was periistent The fever for 
rd^-en:ure raced in his blood and was he 
not twenty-one now. and able to choose 
for l-.in-seli? He bothered and badgered 
h ^ parents fo much that -I last llnry gave 
t:;rdv consent, and so. with a small 
stock of s.ivin?? drawn from the local 
b.ink in his purse, and a ticket to \X'innipcg 
til his pocket, he wa\'cd an escited fare- 
well to his old ho-Tie-towi- 
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seem as if it wcrt 
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laddie. 
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eplied 
trifle 



hand 
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sctdoni r...:dt 

"h.ii^ii f.iluli:.' ■• sinn^ns .if he le.- 
snd ; J be praised bv'l.im. one of th. 
of the church, w.,,.1 pr.use indeed 

■*Th„.,k,. Mr. Carmichael," he 
brightly. "The top notes w^re 

practice I'll be able 10 improve o 
no doubt" 

The deacon grasped the bo\ s 
'But dinna forget. " he said earnest 
"that an understanding heart back 
your singing will make the people under- 
stand. And we can no help the people 
to the Lord unless our hearts lie in tune 
with His " 

Bob laughed and darted off into the 
night, but the warm impiess of the good 
old man's hand remained in his own. and 
his words in his he.^rt. 

"Whatevcr did the old chappie mean 
bv an 'understanding hcarl^ " he pon. 
dered. as he shook the snowdakes from 
his clothing, and laid his hand on the 
tatch of the little bungalow door, of the 
home where he lived with his parents 

For Bob did not. as yet. know thi 
meaning of n personal Salvation 
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Tha "Iren G^ea," a Majedli Canyon in the Kooiofay Mcunlalnt, B.C. 



hen' he ''"'^ u.se holding foith ton.ght folk- 
earl'" "" "^m busy preparing for tomoirow. 
celebration. 1 guess Still, here kJ-ci' 
The Officer thus addres-ed -miled 
trestle whimsically. Tile !ads bad n>.l 1, ,J tut 
, over ro5_v a time since "J.c opening of the town 
round and it re^illj- seemed as if their cffortf 
n. now and talents h,id hccn wr.sted on tie in 
zig-lag. different mountiin folk. He 1lK.ui,ht 
ful!>' shook the valves of his bclover 
And comet, and re;:-.onded to his lonir de - 
request for "scimctl.ino Christm !■-•-% 
-. Prayer followed, ari the u'de, ir,.e 

spoke, but ),i^ words seemed to he »l. rlec 
back inio W.-. k.c.- by the w n.l Mr 
J stopped sudtlcr.l.v, ,;nd lur.ncr' to h torn 

j patiion "I ha%c a fce':ng thit i Dllj 

I might do better C;\elhema-.o i r'orf 

j we shut down fo- the night o'd I ip 

1 Lieutenant Bob complied iltho ,.!i th. 

) conditions were rot ir.sr^mng i r th. 

only s:i;ti cf humiir life was th ,t ol mar 
\ in the garb of „ rT..rie-. hurrMnt I f, u 

the hotel The ni.in apparentb 
I his mind, for he cmie over to . - 

and breathing heavilv excla.me 1 
husky voicei "^ou are just the [< 
I am looking for .My little g I 

I sick, and wants someone to sing i ■ 

J to her 'Sill vou come?" 



He comes the broken heart to ti i 
The uoundcd sovi to cure 

i-iiiu urfn ine treasures af His ^r.icr 
To enrich the humble poor- 
It was the self-same song, sunij in ^ 
rough log shanty, on the mountain side 
that turned the tide for the 9tri!«linf 
Officers, and the request so readil> gr.inted 
the miner and his wife, became the avcnut 
through which thev were led ini' ihr 
light and ble.ssing ' of Salvation Thr 
Lieutenant's solo, feelingly rendered with 
the "understanding heart" also comftited 
the li'tlc one and it was not Ions .ifte. 
the visit of the Officers that she j-.^sed 
away with a sweet smile on her wan lace 
-to the 1 leivve,,!,. Cilv 

"Yes," murmured " Bob lo hini^elt. 
afterwards, quoting from a letter he wa> 
about lo post to his folks in old Dm .lio, 
"I am not sorry that I set out liom 
home for the mountains — via The .'Viinj 
Training Garrison— and my taienis "eie 
never put lo better use than on thai 
nble ChriBttnas Eve " 
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rSirt (, a Way an I lie end ll 
is Eternal Life 



Cod so Loecd . . . thai He Cue." J 

WHAT a wonderful country 
ada for plvitis Show 
-.■eddings and birtl.dnys keep ii 
ill the year rouiul. and \--c ,ia>' 
the merrier"; and now Cliri- .ml.. 
U", and most of u.. iirc busy, c 
be. deciding our p-oic'iis. im 
boxes, and the libboits wb'cii po 
lur gilts a'l the more diiiaty 1 
'hose near at luintl whom v,o \' 
-■ith our words and our ci'ts. a 
,re those lar uwr.y- aciO'S t 

thoughts of our ihoiii;!ufii!i.c:i:^ 

The reason for all tliis is nc 
>eek: at the bottom a' it .ail tl 
comradelinesa, a il iciHi'.inCE; . n; 
than that— a love "ics our 
the result of our love, whether 
{Ood-wcaring alufl of gooil-wrll 
find golden thread of Iricndsli 
love. 

And we have the words ol 
lO back ua up vvbcn \vc read, o 
.ecently done afresh. "Cod so 
that He gave " 1 ha\'c heard, 
have done, of the girl nil igr 
religion, who one day ,'ourid a 
paper, perhaps n torn oil lea 
Bible, and thereon she could onlj 
the words as ! have pivcn ihetr 
wonderful words that lell us al; 
.inly bcgolton Son" and "tho i 
'in, were missing, but, 'omel 
Holy Spirit made up the miss tc 
ifler o time of wonderful seek 
i:ame a moment of even more i 
finding 

My mind is not very poel 
'crtainly not fanciful, .ind ?n 
busitiesa lra\nit\E leads mc to a n 
ical etudy of most things; I wan 
be in order, tobulatcd, and set 
Mray. tind bo that my own sot 
bIcBsed in itn own peculiar v 
p&chapfi, tio thai I can help ik 
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h rilled passengers—that ia, the 
lad never made the trip hefore- 

ahout them in a\vn and wondei 
-like mountains, sentinels of tht 
owered at tremendous heights abovr 
rnwimg. tpjvlike in comparison 
Jmpnssable barnera of solid roci 
Penetrated in seemingly miraculou. 
1 from ditry heights the spec. 

gazed mto the yawning depths al 
IS, at the bottom of which the 
ain atreama seethed and boiled lilt 
dron, 
)ng the passenKcra, now wcarini 

end, Bob Falconer. He had been, 
enough, appo;nted to assist at a 
■nming-town in the Kootenays. and 
ngaged m contemplating, amidji 
'lendour of the mountain-scenery 
ange turn of events now taking him 
.he part of the country to >^hich ht 
I r' ^° '=°''"y '"the firat insrann 
■I'J. was his quest this time, however 
uls. 

V 
Came upon the midnight citat. 

That glorious song of aid. 
stmes Eve in a mining town in tht 
lays. The community was not a 
one, and the population, mostlj 
arid lumbermen, was of the usuai 
and ready order. Albeit generous 
ggedly mdiderent to religious in 
a. 

no: '''* ■"''in hotel, two younj 
Officers were holding a consults 
igcther, with the snowflakes softlj 
ently falling around them. "Welf 
lant." spoke up the tailer of tht 
t would almost seem as if it wert 
tse holding fo;th tonight. Folk^ 
m busy preparing for tomorrow'" 
tlon. 1 guess Still, here goes!" 

Officer thus addressed smiled 
col'y The lads had not liud toi 
t.'nie since the opening of the town 

re.illv seemed aa if their cttort. 
ler^is hod been w.isied on llic in 
It mount:..in folk. He ihouKht 
hoik the valves of hia bclovec 

^■'d rts-onded to his tomrude'j 

for so.Tieihing Christmassv " 
sr followed, and the older OfTice. 
bu: hib words seemed to be wlrrlec' 
iitu li;s fiico by the wind. Hf 
1 suddenly, .md turned to liis com 
I hove a feeling that n sonf 
!o belter. Give them a solo brfor' 
I down for the night, old cliiip ' 
enant Eob complied, althouiih tht 
>ns were not inspiring, nnd th* 
'1 of liuman life was th.it of .1 mar 
:arb of a m:ner. hurrying .Jcjrig It- 
r.. The man apparently cliiing«i 
d. tor he came over to the pail 
ealhing heavily exclaimed in t 
^Ofce; "Vou are just the pcopl* I 
iin? for My little girl is verv 
d wants someone to aing a hymc 

Will you come?" 

:om*s Ihe ^ro^cn heart to bind 
TC wounded soul io cure, 

ttith the treasures of His ^fuci 
> enrich Ihe humble poor. 
s the self-same song, sung in p 
)R shanty, on the mountain .lidc 
rned the tide for the struvRline 
and the request so readily gr.mted 
;r and his wife, became the sivcnue 

which they were led into tht 
id blessing of Salvation Tht 
ini's solo, feelingly rendered will" 
lerstanding heart" also comforted 
e one and it was not long alfei 

of the OITicera that ahe ji.isseti 
th a sweet smile on her wan fact 

I lenvenlj; City. 

murmured Bob to hiniiell, 
da. quoting from a letter he wot 

post to his folks in old Ont.irio. 
not sorry that 1 Kt out from 
r the mountains — via The Army 

Garrison — and my talents wert 
Jt to better use than on thai 
lie Chriotmas Eve." 




Tli@re Is a Way Tliat Seemetli Riglit I 



•»*■ But the end tbereofi . 
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ght 



!.., I Hivcii heed to what Then, I remember. I looked ahead, and atumble in the noontide aa in the 

!■ ui inc. but he seemed I saw that he spoke truly— there were Of course, I carry my.self with a g^y 

K'i fhiil I did not imagine two ways. But one seemed so lightsome bravado, but it is out of keeping altogether 

.rid a hoys feelings. 1 and happy; there waa auch a gay com- with the innermost feelings of my heart 

■I L'ny. I remember, and pany starting out upon it, that instantly j Jo pot want the others to know that 

iiriK so brightly. I waa my heart leaped to join them, and I had j realise my mistake, although I believe 

'Jse, ulihouiih I was but much ado. I recollect, to wait to hearken there are some near at hand who er« 

■ liKtrty, und could take to my mentor. 

IioukIu the better of the "Oh, look not on that way,'" said he, 
"Wide is the Gate and Broad is the Way 

iir-. 50 It then appeared (hat leadeth to Destruction," turn thine 

of lac' tlje eyes to the other path; .Strait is the Gate 



.ually disillusioned. Would it be pos- 
sible for me to retrace my footsteps) 

No. I cannot do that! This is truly 
a one-way road! On, ever on to — what? 
Someltmes 1 try to take a look back, but 



I had been held and Narrow ia the Way that leadeth unto dure hangs over the road a thick mist 



he coulfl iirKi[.!^ 

was so ll.ij>[.v ;il 

the sun w.,.s .In 
fuli of Hi,.,. I.e.: 
a boy. I lu„l ,„ 
just the rf.,i,l 1 
two. 

For a !,>,.« I, 
to me. ulll„„m(, 
time had been 1, 
back from l<,l!,nvmK ™y own desires. I Life,' butf boy, it is th< 

hadbecntnl, ,,a. Ididnoiknowenough "I ]„„ked. as he requ . 

of the woH,lol,e able to judge for myself ^^ ^^^^^ ,j ^^^ j^„, ^^^^^ ^j , „„j ^^^^ that other road? I 

I w. I. no,, ihcv h.d been more expl.tt.t „^^^^^ ^^j ,,,^^^ ^^^^ ^o be no fun no way by which 1 can get on to it? 

and loltl n,c «Ik,i I niigh! actually expect, j^^^jn, „„ j„i|ijy_ „^ pleasure; there was It will mean mud. to.l, and I ahall hav. 

Those wl.n were in authority over me a dour company treading it. and although to take pains in concealmg my intentioni, 
seemeil to l,e iifroid to speak plainly gj,„e ^f (hem were ainging their aong for those who were once my boon coro- 
They hid ihcr :,dvice in words which geunded aad on my young ears. I tore panions have become my gaolers, 
had no mc.riiiiK to me. and although I myself away from the old man, and Surely there is a way of escape! Surely 
tried 10 ur.dLislanJ. I am afraid that turned to the other way— the way that there is! I seem to hear somewhere, 
they did but make mailers wor.se, and offered so much more of pleasure. As I somewhere, I cannot tell /rom whence ii 



better way. 
sted. and 1 saw 



hich makes the past indistinct and 
dreary; there is no way back. Why did 
there 



made me loni; fo 

be free, .-.n.l ,.1 'c 

of the Viij;iic inNljni; 

posse...:.. 

— noiv 

Ncs, 
earlv n 
had no 
so llui 
sparl'.lc with 
birds were ;^! 
the trecji pio 
which I knov 
all ready lor my jn 
to star t , 

So i. came 10 pa. 
more imi«it enl bor.u 
to stop me "B,>}', 



the cliiy when 1 should jy so [ caught hia wistful eyes upo 



put 



effect some 
nd de:;iics which 
how I feel now, 



id he stretc;hed out his hand to atay ^^^ 
me, bi-l 1 eluded his grasp 



comes, a sound 
to my 



which 
" ling ears: 



:- siir, .%iis .ihining. It was quite 

ninj,'. :ind the heat of the day 

cl rlriL-^l up tiic glittering dew, 

ill liiC counlry.slde seemed to 

;]ili tl'.e morning rays. The 

c ;.!nKin^, and here and the:e 

d a .shade to the heal 

mid ^oon come. 1 was 

journey, indeed, eager 



Woe, woe, is me since that day! 1 
am pacing along the way upon which 
1 started. I have learned to sing the now pi 
song of the company with which I hi 
been journeying for so many days, 
ging it: riotou.sly, but, although we do not 



heavenly 

"Let the 

eked forsake his way; let him return 

unto the Lord — He wi!l have me.'cy upon 

him — He will abundantly pardon." 

Surely the lon;;ings and desires thai 

and that get stronger 

with every mile of the journey, are not 

sent me-e!y to taunt me. There is ono 

man with whom I have occasional con- 



jdmit it to each othe.-. there is no real vcrsation who says ihey are all part of 
happiness in it. The pleasure has long the trickery of those who have us in their 



Thire It 



I Way and the end thereof 
Is Eternal Life 



serious Ui 
well the 
take for 
ways bt'ic 



dwi 1 wa.s all the 
c the old man tried 
said he, in auch a first 
"Roy. hasr tl'.ou studied beaul 
rood which ihou wouldst 
ic journey? There are two 
E llicc. ti-.ey seem to lead 
; tlirccl;on. liut they do not; 
arc vastly difTerent " 



since gone out of our journey. 

The road over which we travel is daily 
becoming a more wretched undertaking, 
t remember nov,-, as in a dieam, that at 
irt about with trees and 
ims, that the birds sang, 

d the sun shone in the sky overhead. 
Every day now seems to be gloom cr 
than the oT>e be'"ore, and some in the 
company le'l us that by and by it will 
be altogether dark, and that we shall 



po^ver. But I cannot think he ia correct 
"He will abund-inlly pardon" — I still 
hear the echo of it coming down the 
darkening defile through whicli we art 
now hurrying. 

Is it IrueJ Will He have mercy on 
me? Will He really p,.rdon me? Will 
He show me the roiri of escope to thr 
other Wrf}3 Or um I too late'— Ell J 
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Ch-if-in. 
It m-* 
ould .-c 



ill- 



Cod so Losed . . . thai Me Gmc." .lolili 3:16 sini 
W^HAT a wonderful country is Can- '' 

" ado for giving Showers and 
^eddinga and birthdtiy.s keep us giving 
ill the year round, and wc say "the more 
the merrier"; and now Chriptmns i> upnn 
us. and most of us .irc busy, or shouk! 
be, deciding our presents, and fancy 
boxen, and the ribbons whicii go 10 rr.ake 
our gifts atl the more dtiinty. Tl:c:c iire 
those near at liand w!:om we will greet 
with our words and our RlitH, and tl:c;e 
nre those far away- acror.s the ffr-'i. 
maybe, — whom we will ch.car with ihc 
thoughts of our thouglilfulncs:! 

The reason for al! this is not far to 
teek; at the bottom o' It all there is a 
comradelineea, a friendlincKF. nay. more 
than that — a love. Ye^i, our giving is 
the result of our love, whether it be tlie 
good-wearing stufT 01 good-will, or^ the 
find golden thread of friendship — it is 
love. 

And we have the words of Scripture n-.o 
to back us up when we read, as 1 have },c., 
recently done afresh. "God .so loved — Imt 
that He gave." I have heard, you mii.v cho 
have done, of the girl all ignorant of j,, i 
religion, who one day found o scrap of |.,tl 
paper, perhaps a torn ofl leaf of the il.cy c:\ 
Bible, and thereon ahe could only decipher Then 
the words as I liave given them. Those t|,c ihoi 
wonderful words that tell us about "His j rcnieii 
only begotton Son" and "the world" in 
^in, were missing, but, somehow, the 
Holy Spirit made up the miss to her. and 
■ifter u time of wonderful seeking there 
came a moment of even more 
finding 

My mind is not very poetical, and 
:ertainly not fancffuf, and my fo»-mrr 
business training lends me to a mathi 
ical study of most things; I 
be in order, tabulated, and set in propei 
tirray, and so that my own soul may bi 



:Fy Ihonrhts 
luj; be the I 
ihc sum, bu 



3uld like to put 
ot altogclhcr un- 



word-is th« 
•he Lad wl-i 
ember, the bo; 

nntl-e 



.__ .. . bnt-ket, (surely his 

v[x \ ':' . icr pcvt^ a bay ro.lM ^o a? ran'je 
- i!" d..v ;!!:=:id: he woi 'd never h,;vc 
.>.t:. n-.'.rc bT::,d than fish) He had 
;■ <.;;t'::,;ry thr.is. the 'uu\ch: and two 
;i::n.t!-ii..i\ th:^ii;3 — the lis<heR Five 
1.' n .r\ :'-.n!!S— jv.,. th.it's it — the five 
J,.;- \vi-.Mi are so everyday lor mo..t 
1 ■■; :'jcr::. liCiiinL-. la:.iinc, smeiliri;-;, 
1,1 MuctiJ.n, Ait ll<.--c wc can bring. 
c f i nn: one c! th[!m thnt cannot be 
cl m Ihr fcrvire of lilt? IMa'^lor. 
Two Extraordinary Contributions 
Then he also brotiylil two oxtraord 
intribiilionn. and 1 liki 



._. griices — th.e mind and our 

:, Nrjt phy.siral gifl.s, so to speak, 
timet 1 1 in^ deeper, tenderer. And the 
n ess of my il!i:ntration. to me. that 
lhi:t I he one who did nl! this was but a 
The youny folks ean so love— that 

not allosclher unprompted by 

Hit of the nearness of Christmas. 

her the Wi=e Men from the East. 

.So much will be mtide of their gifts during 

this season Wc shall be reminded of ^^ 

the spcci.il sign^ficrncc of each; the gold {[[j^ |, 



But. you say, I have no loaves: 1 have 
I gold, nor rostly offerings; I have 
ithing What! Oh. that is not so Let 
in which you me fi',] you another tale of the o'den 
first item — if time 

"Let her alone," aaid Jesus, "ahe hatfi 
done itfliiit she cou'd." Do yr, t nnr 
inimct:iir,te!y see the scene? She g' ded 
into the hoii?e of Simon wh'le he and h s 
guetLs we:-G at dinnei, and she broi ght 
forth her ijiflii. She washed the feet of 
Je^us with her tears: she kia. ed H s feci 
she brake the costly box of alabaster 
ointment and anoin'crJ H'S feet 

Her tear:-, were the tears of her reppnt 
ancc: her broken heart was in the k ''s 
that die impvinled on Hi.=i feel and 
surc'y, 't:^ ahe poured out the woiiderlul 
trci.t^uie. she did but pour out her heart h 

You know, there is something in the 

nearnes'j of the Christ which tell'? everv 

sinner He i.s their Saviour, and it must 

these to two have been so when the Magdalene came: 



for our King; th< 



Irnnkiucense for Hiin 
dertul who is our great High Priest: and the 
m.vrrh for Him, if we did but know it, 
who suflered for u 
Thcec wise men 
they groped olong their pilgrim jourriey 
t them to fi 

truly seeking soula, they found Him. Oh. 



"Oil, Lord, I gore upon Thi/ face. 

That sujfermgfacc so marred for me; 
Touched by the wonders of Thy grace, 

My heart in looc ^ocj out to Thee.'" 
Oh, the sinner? there are in the world 
Pc»r. low. wicked — sinners. Nothing to 
brin^. they say. Nothing to bring? Can- 
not you, this ble,';scd Christmas time 
bring Him your sins? Have you never 
thought of them as a Christmas offering^ 
Bring them covered with the tears of 
your repentance, with the over-lay of 
love, and — and — and — you will find 



(hat they truly ore becon 
rejoicing for His brow. 
There are other gifts fo 



a crown of 



— Who also gavel . - . . 

did not know Jesus; 0"^ service: our devotion; our atrengtli: 

hey aropea oiong their pilgrim journey, p"' ";ei;c i= so muei, "r ,ill o( u» ti3 br-PR, 

ollowlns the star which led them they but. brmg what we will we shall never 

tnew nit where, but eventually, like all ■«=»»"« "P '" the heights of that love 




blesM-'d in its own peculiar way. and. halleliijah. the joy of it-wc. too. may 
perhaps. 00 that I can help some other find Him. end brmg our gifts 



f which it was said, and which rings as 
n Christmas Carol in my heart: 

"God so Looed . . , thai Hr Com" 



There is a Was— tul ''■< ■ 
is Death 



nd tlxreof 
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^ Ma M®rley^ 



iristmas Guest 
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IN SUMMER time -the rail trees sur- 
rounding Ma Morley'a cottage v;ere 
thickly foliaged Now [n their wintry 
condition they nestled around tlie im- 
maculate liiiie homestead like loving 
protectors Their snow-covered hranclics 
flwayed slightly, as though anxious not 
to lose the burden of whiteness lliat gave 
them sweet dignity, and it was as ihoufth 
the trees conversftJ soTlly concerning the 
cottage, and whispered charming mysteries 
ftbout the dainty, silver-haired voman 
within. 

It was the eve of Christmas. Piled 
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_ new fangicd band. Ma cl; 
odern fixtures, ^'srm hundL 



the news slipped away. leaving her tc 
drink alone the cup of bitter anguish, 

Bui Ma was non really hlor.e and even 
the rough newsbearer's he^rt would have 
been touched if they had watched her 
fingering the ivory keys of the old organ 
that Bob had loved, and with unwavering 
voice singing: 

Lead Kindly Liphl, amid the 
encircting gloom. 
Lead Thou me on. 
It was her confidence in the Divine 
Leader that upheld the T-oung widow 
and n^ade her the wonder of the village. 
Six months after the death of her hus- 
ped to her bosom a soft 
-a baby bov whom she 
<:«11«1 Scindy. Surely no 'little bit of 

humanity ever bi 
to the heart of a 
Sandy, unless 



She 



11 way 



H 



M* 



i the eve of Christmas, 
up snow lay on every hand, and 
its p.^llor the glow of Ma's cozy fin 
bright rays, inviting, comforting 
old lady was sealed before the fire, 
attractive little room that served 
parlor and dining room combined The 
cottage was furnished ii 
style Ma had few of th, 
nor did she want them A sweet luxury 
to her was the old-style grate in which 
soals glowed red and friendly and gave 
a warm crimson tinge to tha neat room 
and its furnishings, lighting up the 
cretonne-covered lounge in one corner 
and the chma closet next to it. The 
china closet was Ma's delight, for in it 
there stood shining and splendid & w-illow 
pattern tea-set. Ma looked at it fondly 
now, and hoped that ere she retired for ti'8 bed 
the night the Officers from The Salva. 
tion Army Jocai Corps would step in for a 
cup of cocoa, as they often did. 

"Dear Lad," She Murmured 

"If they come tonight." mused the old 
lady. "I'll set the table in here by the 
ilre, and use the willow pattern china. 
I'll make them a cup of hot cocoa, for / 
know they'll be half frozen" Her mind 
summed up the somewhat scanty store 
in the larder which was to comprise her 
Christmas dinner on the morrow. She 
mused contentedly. How Sandy had 
loved her Christmas dinners. Sandy I 
"Dear lad." she murmured, and her 
old eyes were lifted to a large picture 
hanging over the fireplace. The dancing 
firelight lit up a khaki-clad man of about 
thiriy-fjvc with a strong open face and a 
head noble and dignified. But when 
Grandma looked at him. she saw again Q 
curly-headed boy at play, then a mis- 
chievous schoolboy, afterwards a high 
school graduate, a young bank clerk, and 
lastly a soldier in the United States 
Army, and then there was only a vision of 
a far away country where fields, poppy, 
sprinkled, were covered with grassy 
moundii and little white cossa,— one of 
them was Sandy's. 

Ma looked at the picture and. smiled 
again. She could always smile. "Bless 
him,'* she whispered and sat meditating. 
The old clock licked on the mahogany 
table by the window, the wood crackled 
in the era'fl. and the big tabby cat purred 
from his station by Ma's slippered feet, 
but she heard none of these. 

Like tfie Boy in tfie Photograph 

She was a young bride again. It waa 

easy to imagine the little old lady as a 

young bride, chaste and sweet, like a 

pure lily. Her eyes were undimmed 

sapphire now. What must they have 

been when they looked with unadulterated 

love into the brown eyes of Bob Morley. 

her youthful husband!- He was the 

doctor in the small lown where they lived 

.Ma could see him nov, [all and /ine, like 

the boy in the photograph, loving her, 

caring for her, always thinking uf her, 

waving a cheery goodbye as he started 

on hie rounds at early morn. How weary 

the day seemed -without him. how empty. 

But the waiting hours were well worth 
enduring, for at \ 
sound of the qu 
porch — and the 
gether. But thi 
was no quick step, and when 
group of kind-intentinned. but 

worded men came and broke the news to sent to comfort me, and we'll I 
Ma that her loved one had been killed gether ns long as I've strength to work, 
■ne and then we'll die together if we have to." 



w9f happen to him, there was suffiricnt to 

^^ take care of her in a humble way for the 
St of her life. 

So the boy had gone swinj 

His father would have liked it. She was with a khaki uniform and a ki 

clever with her needle, and during the '*il'> a smile on his broad mouth thai waj 

weeks of her convalescence she helped the twisted and queer, and which niudr Mo 

dressmaker with whom she h?.d gone to think of the time when he was u httit 

live, with such skill that the spinster boy and had cut his finger and wan try ng 

suHgcsled o partnership, and Ma. thank- not to cry She stayed at home, ant) 

ful not to have to go job hunting, accepied. refused to dwell upon the sinister ^liadn 

Jane, the dressmaker, was queer, folk of death that hovered around her son in 

said, hut Ma evidently did not notice it. Flanders fields. She felt proud :o havt 

People remarked that Jane eould never given her hest, freely, to his country 

stand -3 baby in her house, and Sandy was and so she knitted socks, and niufilert 

no partigon. His lusty voice was lifted tt"d packed interesting boxes and sent 

mo.'^tly in the night, but Jane never com- them to Sandy and his friends "avo 

plained and when he grew older, she there." 

offered Ma an ejitra room in her rambling Then the fatal telegram came to Ma 

house, so that they need not move. The message that made her brown hail 



A Long-legged High School Lad 

So Sandy and his mother stayed with 
Jght greater ecstasy Jane and the child grew to a romping 
mother than did tiny schoolboy and out of the sturdy age 
aa the Lord Christ there emerged a long-legged high school 



cuddled him and crooned lad. and preity soon it was time to tak 

over him and told hiia about hi» daddy, the money out of the bani and send the 

and pictured in her girlish mind the boy lo college. Ma had never complained 

things Bob Morley would have said of to her 

his heir. over a sewing machine, but when she 

Long before she was able to leave the talked of college to Sa.-idy, he threw back 

th the high posts, the youthful his dark young head and laughed up- 

ly. "Me go to college, mom? 



turn white in a few weeks, though uhe aa d 
little and went about light of sir|; anti 
bright of eye ministeHng to other? whost 
hearts were stricken and who did not 
seem to live by wells of spiritual comfort 
as she did. 

Sometimes in the evenings neighbor! 
hushed the laughter of playful children 



bout the tediouo hours spent '° listen reverently to Ma's sweet 

' ■ " "ccompanied by the ancient organ 

So iong Thy power has leJ me su 

I slill 




Wilt lead me < 



O'er 



crag 



The r 

Then u. 

(nc 

Which 



ntti 



mother would claap her tiansparent handi 
together and breathe a prayer of grati, 
tude to Cod for the gift of Sandy You sec what I'll do 

Visitors came, many of them, to see 
M« All of them admired Sandy, and 
moat of them suggested that Ma have 
him adopted They told her earnestly, gua'lifica"ti^n"rthariead ^Td 



or aneJ jet 
rent tit! 
ghl is gone, 
'th the morn, tho 
3 smite. 

f hacc toccd tang since and 
tost aivhite. 
Ma was like a charming visitor who i 
loved by all. and who is having a glorioui 
time ministering in a foreign land, bui 
wlio looks forward, not with the pam 
of longing, but the happiness of surety te 
going home lo reunion in her native land 
A lap ar the door awakened the old 
lady from her reverie With remarkablf 
agility she arose and went to the door 
eagerlv welcoming the two weary, bui 
ro.sy-chcckcd OiTTrers. who stood li.i ^ 
Ma beamed upon them, bid them take 
off their co,its jnd overshoes She 
fussed over them as though they werf 
her daughters, and set them down tt 
steaming hot chocolate and ilices ol 
cake sprinkled with carraway seeds anri 
light as feathers- 

"Ma, we want to ask you a favor 
announced the Captain with a half-shj 
smile *"it'3 rather an imposition, bui 
you are the Lest person we know to im 
pose on 

Ma beamed again. "Sure, I'll do you » 
favor. Tell me quick, girls. I'm curioui 
to know " 

A Radiance That Outshone tho Sun 

"Well, it's about little Gregory Smalley 
You know his father died last winter, and 
the mother takes in washing. She hai 
been ill for a iong time, and this mornint 
we took her to the hospital. She's in had 
shape, and poor little Gregory won't fiaVB 
much of a ChriEtmas. We thought per 
haps you'd lake him over Chrislmae 
_ _ I . . , , , , Ma's fare lit up with a radiance I ha 

aeen you working night and day iong outshone the sun .She leaned over and 

enough. It s going to end right now. touched th 



Y_o 
too, you'i 



ventide th. 
ick step or 
the quiet 

ida 



"No one could criticize y 
cant work, and keep hi 
not strong enough." 

Old Moida and Cranky Wivea 
Then Ma would laugh, a rippling, 
happy laugh, and her gentle face would 
ening to- wear 
hnn there lovel 
nslead, a cranky wives could not understand, and 

ly- she told them all, "Sandy is God's gift fireg 



He got a job at the local bank. It was 

a good position with opportunities for 

promotion and the lad possessed all the 

ement 



Capiain's hand. "Wl; 
would be wonderlull Just like hnvinj 
Sandy back You go right alone to^ 
night and bring him over. Captain I H 
go upstairs and fix Sandy's room " 

On the way upstairs she talked hup 



e was the 
the front 



in a train wreck not a mil 

The neighbors were amazed at her 
quietness after receiving the awful tidings, 
not noticing the still whiteness of her set 
lips or the dullness in her lovely eyes. 



The money Ma had so carefully stored up ptiy lo herself "!"ll get out the new 
was used, because Sandy insisted that it sheets, the ones I got for Sandy's home 
should be, on the purchase of a neat coming" She made up the narrow i.i^d 
cotrage and the furniahingii that it needed, threw back the spread and stood fur 
Sandy took Ma to the stores and watched veying the inviting looking couch. "\^«n 

_ with great pride her humble purchases and Hei if he's got a "locking," she pon;k-.ed 

expression of knowing something childlike delight in the new home "There's that old fishing pole of SnntU 'e 

nd mystic that old maids and Por fifteen years the boy worked and l^°'l)i"?. ^^""'d^P'-'ase my boy more lli.in 

tamping home at night to the warm 
nd the d4^]icious supper, always re- 
minding Ma of that other "bov" whom 
she had "loved and lo.,t for a while " 
Sandy deposited a portion of his earnings 
she was strong enough Ma each week, at the bank, but his mother 



to .see it passed on to someone else, ^md 
I can fill up the rest of the stocking "it^ 
those oranges I bought yesterday " 

L-ike ,in excited child -he rushed Howi 

stairs again at the ..jound of the knucl 

on the front door. It was the O/TiLcrr 

been 



enced to think about getting work, did not know how much he had saved ""'' ^^? ^^^ '^= <^°"^'^ "<" '' 

for the amount of inoney in the bank until the war broke out. and the young 1"°'* '""" "?'" °' "'"* y^"' "''^ 

- - was very omall, ond she had already man, with the light of a great purpou in "' "°' "^""y- hio eyeo brswn, 

ith oiJenl steps the men who brought decided that Sandy muet go to college his eyes, told her that should anything 
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IT would, we imagine, be dil 
f,nd the individual who w< 
l,e thrilled to the very ma 
1 journey down the bkeen 
which .sweeps 11-'= way lo the sea 
[he valleys of Northern Bnlisf 
bJa As one sits in the con 
coaches of the swiftly moving C 
National trains, and gazes 
point of satiety, almost, upon 
widening waters, there comes 
rarily to one's mind the exult 
[,f the Psalmist — "The Rivei 

Then, as' the toweririg mo 

.nio the panorama, again 1 lo 

"The strength of the hills is I 

up lieaps. rock upon rock, m 

bar between the prairies and 

men who came with axe and 

pleasure and treasure of tliel 

uties it-"! will make all my 

Instinctively to the lips i 

Cod there comes the song ih 

Hott, 

Lo,6 

Heaven a 

Intriguing beyond words 
wondrous countryside, with 
mountains, and entrancing v 
tribes. They gazed, maybe, 
them, content to spend llieil 
or forest. They knew nothir 
less, about the mightier won 
ro see: and. moat mysteriou: 
which was coming to them, 
the oncoming March of the C 

It was nothing at all to 
iheir ancient paganism shou 
-ntr'aty of 

"The otd. old S. 

And yet that thing has c 
i anadien National RallwaJ 
of the Skeepa River is ihri 
day by day, with the sol 
the knowledge of Christ ns i 

Strange that the coming 
to the land of magnificenl 
been heralded, as it was, t 
men for gold, by the lust for 
savagery, or by a sullen i 
.tgainst which it was even m 
Thcr= were moments when r 
peacelulness of the valley 
to hang by a single thread, 
af sullenness, secret palave 
drums. 

Then the atmosphere i 
tiad taken place, but slowl; 
rrten vunilH be making itse 
would pass freely up and d 
invasion of the white men 
to trade, to dig for gold in 
► rpRding ruthlesslv in r«ln 
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o him. there wag auiiu 
•I h=r in a humble w.v U:; Z 



■^nt 10 



3( her lif 

rhe boy hud gone swinijii!-,- uwiii 
" khuki uniform and a kit-i.'^ J^ 
a sm.le on his broad mouth ,1,„, ^^, 
H and =,ucer. .nd wh.ch nu.rl. M. 

oi the time when he was „ I ,,i, 
nd had cut hi= finger .,ndw..„/n! 
o cry Slie stayed at hon,e. and 
!d to dwell upon the ainislcr si ije, 
1th that hovered around he- nn in 
ers field,, She fel, proud ,o hav, 

her heat, frcciy. to his i oui iry 
ID she knitted socks, and nnjmer. 
Jacked interesting bo,e8 „nd sen, 
_ to bandy and hla friendn ' ovor 

:n the fatal telegram carne lo Ma 
neasage that made her broivn ha„ 
'hMe ,n a few weeks, thouxh .she ,a,d 
iind went about light of si;;, ^nd 

of eye ministe.mg to other? ^hose 

were stricken and who dui not 

:o hve by wells of spiritual c„,„|o„ 

did 



the 



Khbc 



i the laughter o( playful ch,ldran 

5n reverently to Ma's sweet voic. 

annied by the ancient organ: 

long fhy power has led me surr 

il dill 

Villkadmean. 

r moor antf fen. o cr eras one 

(orrtn^ /,// 
'he nifhl ,> ganr. 
n icilli the morn, ihose angel 

Inct, ,mile. 
Nf/i J hmc loaed long jince and 

lost awhile, 
*as like IL ch.^rming visitor who i. 
y all, and who is having a glorioa. 
,iniHlering in a foreign land, 1 ul 
ok,s forward, not with the paic 
ni; but the happiness of 3Uret\ to 
nme lo reunion in her native land 
P :t the door awnkenrd tlip old 
.rr. !,er reverie With remarkablr 
siv arose and went to the door 

V Iromini; the two weary, but 

II. d upon them, bid them lakr 
j: CD.itH jnd overshoes .'^hc 
3V' r them as though they wer( 
i;filer.s, and .set them down to 
i iiol chocolare and slices ol 
nr.iled with carraway seeds snri 

f' ithers 

> want to a.ik you e favor 
ec the Captaiti with a hnif-shj 

i- .<^ r.nher an imposition, bur 
|i : best per.son we know to im 

umed again "Sure, I'll do you o 
fell me c|uick. girls Im curiou, 

ince That Outahone the Sun 

It's about liltle Gregory Smalle> 
^^ his father died last winter, and 
icr takes in washing. Sfic liai 
Or n long lime, and this morninj 
icr to the hospital. She's in had 
id poor little Gregory won't Ji.ivo 
a Chn.,tmas We thouglit [icr 
-VI ..ke him over Chris,:,,,,, 
e lit up with a radiance rhar 

the .sun. She leaned over and 
!hc Cplain'o hand. "Wh,. ii j 
: wonderful [ Just like huvma | 
>ck Vou go right alonu lo [ 

bring him over. Captain I'll [ 
■0 and fi^ Sandy's room " 

way upstairs she talked lii.p 
er.'^elf, "I'll get out the nev 
t: ones 1 KOI lor Sandy '.s t,-.i„e 

■She made up the narrow i.ed ' 
:k I he spread and sloorf >ij/ t 
■ inviling looking couch, "Won 

got a s-locking." she pon^.'r^r.-d ' 
hat old liFhing pole of Siiii-lvr. ' 
■ould please my boy more t!„iii 
)a.4Hfcd on to .someone else. ,nid 
ip llie rest of (he stocking ^^,rl 
igcs 1 bouscht yesterday," 
rxr-ire,! child she ru.h-d d,.,-M 
n lit the sound of the k.i..ct 
ml donr. It was the Offi-cr, 
oy. lie could not have been 

eight or nine years old i li» 
curly, hia eyes brown* cIcbt 
Canllnucd an page 22) 
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rl would, we imagine, he dilhiull lo r.-J-J 

hnd the individual who would ncl ''th 

^ l,e thrilled to Ihe very rnariow by Vi 

, journey down the .Skcena Kis,-, 'i\ 

.s-hi.-h .sweeps its way .01 he sea 1 1, .„„,;;, ,,., 
ill,- vallcvs of Northern Brill.sh Cohiin 
bia A,s' one sits in Ihe cOMiforiablt 

,L,.Khes of the.swiftly moving Canadi.iM 'M 

,NaUonal trains, and ga/.es In llie V^^' 

poiiil ol satiety, almost. Ufton iht- f-\'(!r ^:{^ 

wvidening walerH. there comes invciiini- ^;;V 

■ iirilv 10 one's mind the cxuilaiii song »/J 

ot liie Paalmi3l-'"rhe River of God l^;!^- 

Then. as the lowering inounlains, vi-id',:( 
,1,10 the panorama, again I lolv W'nl sp, <.■...!- 
■The strength of the hills i.s I lis also " .A- -, 
up heaps, rock upon rock, might ii|;oii inivi 
bar between the prairies and [he ore.',,, .ni'i 
men who came willi axe and pick lo (<,:< c . 
pleasure and treasure of their sucree<iing i,, 
iillcs i! ■ "! will make a'l mv mn,,ni:,,I,s ., :■. 

Instinctively to the lips of the moM (,„l 
I'.od there comes the song ih.it men ol old s-, 

llahi. Ihh, llolu. 
l.vrd (ml of .SahunO, 
Heaven and ccril, mc lull 

Intriguing beyond word.s i.s [[ic tl 
-vondroua country.side, wjlh its ^ ( 

mountiiina. and enlrancinj; v.illcvs. 
itibes. They gazed, maybe, stou ,d 
fhem. content to .s'lfend llieir \'tMr.s 
or forest. They knew nothing, and 
less, about the mightier wonders w 
.0 see; and, most mys.erious ol al I 
^■hich was coming to ihem. l,y si c 
the oncoming March nf tfie Ciospcl I 

It was nolhing Hi nil U, ll.eo. l 1 

:heir ancient paganism sliould give 
-ntr.aty ol 

-The old, nldSlori,oJ / 

And yet that thing has come It ) 
. anadian National Railways but k 
»f the Skeena River i.s ihrillint; i o c 
fay by day. with the songs ol S 
ihc knowledge of Christ as .Saviour 

Strange that the coming of the 
;o the land of magnificent won. 
ncen herftlded. as it was, by the 
men for gold, by the lusl lor land: < 
savagery, or by a sullen and wi 
■igninst which it was even more dill 

peacefulnes9 of the valley seeme 
lo hang by a single thread, A ter 
ji sullennesB, secret palavers, ant 

Then the atmosphere would ,- 
nad taken place, but slowly, inch 
men W0..1H be making itself fell, 
would pass freely up and down th 
.nvasion of the white men conlin 
lo trade, to dig for gold in tli 
Tending ruthlesslv ,n place 
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:k Trib<; 

^ to tell the marvellous .ale , _ 

■C at variance with ihe doings of others 
S of their race And so. slowly and 
\t stoically, the Native People bowed to 
i% the new order oi tliiiiga. 

■But for all this.' says A. D. Darling- 
ton in a stirring article in a recent 
"C N R, Magazine", 'they were a 
fierce and warlike race, and not slow 
to take ollencc. or to fasten the cause 
for ill upon their enemies In 1888, 



^ »l lb. 

ti.iuld 1 



t5*,^, ^SNr?'.'^S^^,T2^^,TS^^.'^E^?^.'^Sbs^-i5^.'5S^.iSl?''.'5S^''^- an outbreak ol measles octurreo ii, 
.'^■^■.'^^ir^jf^^j^.^^jl^iTjf'r^^r^^ ;he neighbourhood of the village ol 

anilly Kitwanga. The di.seuse spread rapidly, a sickness that proved falal in many cases 
enc -■ Had the While Men brought il? Or was its presence due lo some spell woveri by 
jiiled NitU). the Medicine Man- As il to settle the question, and because a baby died, 
, as a Nitlo waa, slain, and one of the old-time feuds commenced in real earnest, 
irepid "Kilwancool ),m lived m a neighbouring village, where has since sounded tht 

■„ ihe drum .-.nd song of The Salvation Army, and (or the murder the hngcr of suspicion 
pointed to him. tor was he nol friendly with the traders. Jim's flight to 
a hiding place in the woods seemed to emphasize his guilt. The 



\ 



' I J1u'''lbe'"roo't"'Lf°Tt!'" f husThe 

Al tl juncture, an alarmed 

re recal consubles wilh instruc 

L c I 1 I charge. Soon reeei 



cknea? 

judged 
iluldron of trouble was boiling, 
administrative head sent four or 
lions to arresi Kitwancool Jim on 
: information a,s lo where he wap 






appear, they wai 
ed feet, covering the 
me along .oundlessl; 
was startling 






/!^ /' 



hel 



ted concealed among forest trees. Od 
round wilh his swilt native lope, their 
and stepped into view with a sudden- 

tjuick lo demand his 
bul a moment. That 
enough to tell him 
tl ere to kill him. 
turned to flee. Al- 
most as quickly, one of 
ll e constables, prompt- 
ed bv a mistaken sense 
uiv fred al the fleeing 
,. and Ihe lifeless body 
lay across the trail 
of the renort re- 
is the hills and died 
av bul it.*^ consequences hovf 
lo the present day. 
dcid babe, a murdered Medic- 
id 1 fital shol in ihe forest were sufficient 
causes to set the war drums muttering again. There 
another period of ominous quiet upon the Skeena that was liUo 
calm before the storm; and of ihe white men, who had ao largely 
■oked that state of afTair,!. onl.v ihc mi.ssjonaries, "bringing light 
hem that ail m darkness" went abuut their duty ur.dlEtnsved 
a messenger, lying prone in his canoe so as lo be completely hidden 
1 the watchers al Kilv.angu. went down the stream, and the much 
red help — and pacihcaiiuii — carr.c. 

rhe Skeena peoples resumed iheir normally quiet way of life, and 

died with innate ci'riosity the influx of a strange and powerful 

oil Soon itieir River look on a commcruial value which their foro 

ers had never dreamed for it. They understood little the fevenah 

1 iiT,it\ whiih now possessed the hilherto placid fishing in Up 

w Iters Little did they think that tlie products of theii 

^>-^ s Tt tri would spread ihe fatr.c of ;: th.roughout roitnrri-- 

,eyond thei' ken. 

[Confinucdon Page 221 
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"Come, Let Us Join Hands" 

Gome years aj^o a little child was loai 
*~' in the great prairie wheat fields of 
North Dakota. Frantically all day long 
the parents, assisted by a great crowd of 
Friends, searched, but failed to find him. 
They were compelled to cease searching 
when darkness came on. but started again 
aB soon as morning light appeared. 

They aaid. "We have searched in groups 
but failed, let us now join hands and 
search a^ain.*' This great chain swept 
across the pra>rle and late in the day 
the child wa? found, but it was loo late, 
be was dead. The heart-broken father 
waa heard to e.\claim. as he carried the 
little body home. "Oh. that we had joined 
handa last night." 

Accustomed as I am to reading and 
hearing such stories. I do not think I 
have been so srirred for a long time as I 
wa9 by this simple tale. It conjured up 
ajoving scenes and thoughts 

I saw the lost and wandering ones 
^crosE the prairies of life, some of them 
from our very o\vn homes; I saw them 
getting further and furlher away, until 
the darkness of the night had set in and 
they were lo?t to sight altogether. I saw 
them. yes. slipping into dens of infamy 
and consartins with p\':! rorr.psnions. ;ijid 
my heart ached. 1 tried to call them 
back. I tried to run afler them and 
bring them home agaiu — but they were 
'oo far off for me. 

A Sad and Solitary Task 

And then I thought of olhers. maybe, 
who were equalfy oppr^-'^sed \^ith me 
because of the wanderers; they. too. weie 
searching and criiling Doing it alone 
was a tad and soi'tary turk. I thought 
af Him Aiho went out into t.!ie night ciilling 
ind seeking. wliiJc I. a!a?. was too busy 
m my own pursuii'^ I s;.id to myself — 
"Might He nj>\ have been more ."success- 
ful if I had been there in join hands with 
Him and help i Vm in 1 lis r.eaicli?" 

In thar mon^ent I seemed to fee! the 
touch c' a Hand, -nd as 1 grasped it. it 
itemed to be si^'.red and wounded; 1 
heard a Voice, so inviting and vet urgant 
it was: "Shall we join har^df?"' Oh. how 
iwift was my iesroil;e. and how eiijorly 
I took that profTc'cd hand. Then, so 
it seemed to n:e, iLcre was aliclher by 
aiy side, and ii;:o;he:. and >'.rol]:er. a long 
line of us— and wiiihin'.' iti the midst was 
i form like unto iht- .So:, of Cod-and so 
we went. Ee::itb:ni' and fiu-.li-ig. It was 



.ikc;-.' t;..'i! one could 
enih!L.L'^. HIow our 
.e werefindi.io them^ 



auch a search ; .*s 
alude auch a 
aearts sang bee; 

"Oh. come. Id ws sn ami f.r.d (hi 

On the hiUs of !\n Ihcif roam 

/ii Hie cl,..s<: of the daq 

•Tulill be .■^['Wl tn say— 

We have broughl som? wanderer h 



The Song of a Mi[(^ity River 

(Conl!ni:cd from page 21} 
Wealth i:r:6 corrfori weie coming to 
diem. No lo--crcr for ihein the uncertain 
aiistcnce of i!:o.r anc=. ;o:s. It]' ;..r, income 
Sfhith was woaiih as r.om;)cred with the 
years agone. No wo;ider the n-.en and 
women of [he up::or re:c!,os of the Rive, 
descended to ihc tidid w:i'ers and there 
took their sham nf the Eo!den mil 

And nil the while tlic-.-e waa sounding 
ilong the banks of the Skeena, that 
itream which had been (lowing through 
the long agea and under the dark skies 
sf pagpnism, a throb, throb, throb ol 
drums, and the haunting songs of a 
Hi range people who told the story ol 
Jeaus what time they gathered around a 
Fkg which had for its device a Fiery 
Star in the centre— a Flag which was 
to be as much their ov.'n as il was already 
that of countless other men. 

The tale has been oft told, but it lose.i 
none of its glory by repetition. The 
thrill of It is enhanced by the knowledge 
of the Outposts of Stilvation dotted along 
the banks of the mighty .Skeena. It is 
1 thrill which begins at Hazleton. and 
renews itself 0= the trains glide past 
Kitwancool, and stays for a brief few 
minutes at Kitwanga, and gives one an 
opportunity to make a salute at the 
humble Hall of The Army in that Village 
One's Army instinct senses the nearness 
:>f comrades again as one hurries past 
.\ndimaul. Cedarville, Kitselas, and then 
as Port Essington looms through the haze 
tnd across the miles wide sweep of waters. 



f Esiiis is a l^rusitp Jf rienb 3nhtth 



Words and Muilc by J.D.A. 
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lust One Tear 

THERE is an Egyptian legend which 
says: A rich !ard was disturbed in 
the course of an evil life by a heriven 
ly voice that bade him reform his wuyi, 
lest ill should befall him. "What shall 1 
doii" he asked, and wag told to consult 
a certain hermit in the hills, who gave him 
a little flask. "Take this." he said, "and 
fill it in yonder stream, and your eoul 
shall be shriven and pardoned." 

Pleased with so light a penance iht 
lorrl hastened to obey, but no mattei 
how often or how deep he dipped the flask 
beneath the waters not a drop would 
enter His heart grew hot with angei 
but pride would not let him return to the 
hermit "There are other etreums; 1 
will not return unsuccessful from 30 simple 

Thus he became "the pilgrim ol thr 
flask," and wandered for years ovci 
mountains and through forests, facinu 
hardship, pain and beggary, but never 
could the flask be filled. At last, hii 
pride beaten by his sufferings, he humbly 
prayed to heaven for guidance. "Return 
to the hermit and confess your failure." 
was heaven's reply. With chastened 
spirit the pilt^'rim obeyed 

"Father," he said to the hermit, 'I 
have been far and wide, but the flask 11 
still dry. My heart is not yet toucheij 
to the quick und 1 am not yet pardoned ' 
"My son." answering the hermit, "you 
h:i\-e do!ie ei;ougli. Let go your pur 
po.ve and rest from your labor." 

'll.i.H w.....i loo much for the still ratho. 
hau<;l-.-\- lord, and a slow tear, just on* 
tear. loL'cd down his check and fell intc 
tie 11,1s!; In a inonient the tear had 
s^^ol[eIl. and the llask was filled to th. 
bri.n 

Sudi virtue is there, runs the moral 
at I ail cd 10 the talc where we found .1 
in even one tear of repentance 
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^ired ninnert life lb waniliE- 

5«e! thfi ieiiifthenrd nKbdoWB He^c, 
Scsrcd thy heart with Binful plcaauit 

Gone nil hope ol purity; 
L^ovclc:,^ on thou, and unlovely. 

Yel nl thee God deiini. In ihini:: 
Look! I lis nrm is .Irciehcd lo .BVI th». 

Even thouch Bt ruin •» brink, 

•C..p!,rtsl,l—rhc .^oliufion ^rmj,) 

one sees the Mother Corps of The River, atmosphere of the crowded streets ol 

and hears again, above- ijie grinding of Pekint' or Bombay 

the train wK^ls the 5ons= of The Army The River is full and wide! Grace ,s 

Hoating across Irom the shores beyond rich and free' The years-old anthem is 

"Harh. Ihc Gospel nciis i.t sounding. all the more glorious when one sinir.i 

Chri.1l has suffered on the Tree. it within sight of the mighty waters: it 

Streams of mercif are abounding. is glorious beyond words or music when 

Craec for oil is rich and free.' one reineml-.ers that those who once 

Why. it is jost a glorious sons as it chanted the War Song o! Hate and looked 



^a ^orley's Ctiristmas Buest 

(.Continizcd from page 20) 
Mu Inoked inleii^'y into his rather thie 
little f.,.c - ye.s. he was like Sandy. With 
a sound in he- tliroiit that was almoi- 
a tch, i.he kr!:!i on the floor and dre>- 
the Ic.^ii farm to her motherly, sol- 
brost. "\\h>, ■ sW: breathed, "you'v. 
mude 11^? tht' h;iT-ipe,--.t per.-o.i in the world 
All i r:c«l ,n a bov hl.e th:s lo make m^ 
f|,.:„,,r,:,.. rcrf.-ct." z^.iid th'; chiW, Ilk. 
a i.e.iry h by. s^Ll'iT'ed rlo.c in her arm. 
and !iu:'cd lv;s face in her neck, oobbini 

Nci ' cr of them noticed that the Iw. 
.Sfilvino-isi- h:-d vanished, but presen. 
ly f:<..t;i I lie c'rile of her arm, the boi 
strried, and quite natural'y eiclaimni 
■Loo!;. Ma (I.cr heart thrilled at the 
name) wLat 1 1 cy Icfl for us I" 

I icr i:>t <iilaini w;i3 allayed. For bad 
in ler mi::;! ihcie w.-s an uneasy though' 
cf her ::.-.:.ll «io.k of food being set In 
f:Qni of :, Inrf.'v b'.y for Christma. 
dii^tver !!<- 1,;.::; e- c^ shcne as si.. 
lo;,'<-d .it il-c !-u.e Chri.lm&n b;,ske. 
i!;at ;hc :■:■ \f luul !cf; A big turkey", 
on-k l..;"c o-.cr ll.c ^idc of the hanipei 
which >-. is tr.i-ln.idcd with vegetaLln 
trui'. r.i:.-!\, n-.,!-. i.nct e-, erylhing thi.. 

tiny c.ird u:i l!e tor:: "W;: thought yt>' 
mii;lii need vorne exira supplies for th. 

"I'm Stronger Than You, Mol'' 
Lager'y I lie l;id gra:;|)cd the handle o 



the While M 
and sing as gladly 



echoes over the Skeena waters, and 

sounds through the mountain passes, and i°'" hands 

reverberates along the deen-cut canyons, as we do — 

and attracts llie Native men and women Grace i".. /lowing Iif(c a riper. 

and children of our River OutpostsI li Millions there hace teen supplied, 

is the same song that sounds out loud Still il flow,': as fresh 03 ever 

and clear amidst the jostling throngs of From !/ic Sailiaur's wounded side: 

London, or New York, or Winnipeg. It None need perish, 

in the same music that stirs the foetid All mau UtK. for Christ hulh died 



the wcij;! iv hiiskct, anxious to «erve tl 
one who l-.id suddciilv bc.-oms his heroine 
■V.'l,e,t;d you warn it. Ma? I'm ntrongo- 
than yoj." 1 le stagire-^ed under the 
we;t;hi of his load into the kitchen, the 
old 'ady ic'lowuig him admir'n^ly. She 
pauscrl in the passageway and glanreii 
into t!;c dir-iiig roorr\^ where Sandy- 
face smiled down from iTi? picture. "Ol. 
Sandy, boy, -^hc; wliir.pcicd. "supposiiii: 
1 harl kK-,', you .iway lik» thev told mc 
there wi.uldnt have been any happ> 
memo-ici, nni any place for a dear InH 

At niidn i,'lir she tiptoed into his ruoiii 
and laid I he fisliin-,! pole where the bo> 
when he awoke, pinned h 
K1ock:ilg buhting with goodies to thr 
bed. and gcillv smoothing the brown 
curls kiscti the broad foiehead ol thr 
tilcepintr child 

And all the while, unseen by Ma, then 
ctood besHe her a shining Visitant, lit. 
unto the Son of God Who seemed to say 
"(nasmuch nj ye have done it unto tin 
least c4 these my little oneti. ye have don. 
it unto Me " 
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lost Ooe Tear 

^ ricli lord waa diaturtjcd , 
.rsooFar,evillif<.byah=,ven 
f bode Jiim reform h,« 

'dbef.li hi.. ■•^^ha;:,;:ri 

ed. and was told to consul 

Take thii. he .md. and 
nder stream, and your .ou| 
riven and pardoned." 
;;ih so light a penance the 
■d to oLcy. Ut no m^tte, 
how deep he dipped the ()a,|, 
wmers not a drop v.o«Id 
heart grew hot with an™ 
u!d not let h.m return ,o V 
lere are other atreajiis 1 
n unsuccessful from so aiinpl, 

became "the pilgrim oi ,hr 
wandered for years ove 
nd through forests, facmi, 

"k be filled. At last hi. 
by Ilia eurieringa. he humbU 
iven ior guidance. "Returi, 
c and confess your failure 
3 reply With chastened 
;rim obeyed 

he aald to the hermit I 
r and wide, but the flask i, 
y heart IS not yet touched 
nd I am not yet pardons I 
nswering the hermit ' vol 
!-OUg[,. Let go your PUP 

Iron] your labor." 
=0 nnich for the still ratho 

and a slow tear, just on. 
^^T, l,:s check and fell mic 
I a rnonicnt the tear had 
tl.e llaik was filled to th. 



tale where we found i 
of repentance 
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•'l/roni page 20) 

I'-y into his rather thj- 

e ivas iike Sandy. W,tl. 
iiro;it that was almo. 
on the floor end drc\^ 

•a her motherly, jol 
■lie breached, "you \f 
i-.'i por..o,i in the world 
Y life this to make m\ 
^ And v.)n child. hf(. 

f in her neck, sobbin, 

1 notici-d that the twi 
.anisKed, but preseni 
■ of U:r arm. The ho. 
nuturai'y excluime' 
lieart thrilled at th. 
Lfl for usi" 

-aa allayed. For ban 
.V.-3 an uneasy ihougl 

o, food bein,; set in 

y lj'>y (or Christnn, 

e; crs shcine as tie 

i-.e Christma. ba..l:c 

!<;f!. A big turkey. 
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i:n.-l everything tha 
1 ds^lit-iou., di,:ner \ 
'>!''' Wr. thought yo 
.-xira supplies for tl.. 



er Than You, Ma'" 
id Kra:ipcd the handle o 
^ftl. anvious to lerve tho 
Jeiily become hi.-! heroine 
""il.MaJ rmstronc.- 
le stag'rered under tht 
id into ijie !:itrhen, ihc 
if film adrnifnjiy Slir 
laa.sngcw.-iy and glancei 
™°"U wl-.ere Sandy'- 
Irom th,: niclure, "OI. 
•.vhi;;pcied, "supposinn 
away likT they told mt 
liave been otiy happi 
ly place for a dear ln-( 
you." 

e tiptoed into hia ruoin 
my pi>le where the has 
■n he awoke, pinned i. 
with gooJies to the 
ntnoothing the brown 
broad fo!f.h,:,,d of tf.^ 

I=, unseen by IWa, ther. 
II sliininj; Visitant, Jike 
od Who neemed to say 
littvc done it unto tho 
ittle ones, yc have donr 
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Ichcni (j| .li;ii;: 

ilic kins, la>!i!i!(i. 

from tlic wisi !i) ,lr 

2 Payinu". \\\m 

Kin.il of the Jews; 



;orn in Beth- 
:. ill 'ihedaysof Ilerod 
I licit; came wise men 

■'■i>alcni, 

• i> b.o that is l^orn 
liii' we have seen his 



aiKl are come to worship 



I 'l 



• I' 



ir 



star in the ea: 
him. 

3 When Ilcrocl tlie kin.y had heard 
these th!it:cs lie was troubled, and all 
Jerusalem wilh liitu. 

4 And when lu: had .i.;alhered all the 
chief iiriosis and sciihes of the people 
lo.ncther, he deniancled of them where 
Christ shou]<l lie horn. 

5 And they .^aid nnto him. In lieth- 
Ichem of .|vid;i':i: foi- ihus il is written 
by the projilui. 

6 And lliou lielhleheni, iij Ihe land of 
Juda, art nol tin- least amon.t; the ]irinces 
of Juda: for out <if thee .shall come a 
Governor, that shall rule nu' people 
Israel. 

7 'J'hcn Ifcmd. when he had privily 
called the wise men, iiK|uired of them 
dili.t;enth what time Ihe star appeared. 

8 And he sent them to Bethlehem; 
and said, (io and search dilit,'ently for 
the ytnir,;^ cliild: and when yo ha\'e 
found liiii:. 1 riiiu: ire word a.uain, that I 
may come and worshii) him also. 

9 When ilie\' had heard Ihc kinjr, they 
departed: and lo. the star, which they 
saw in the r;isi, went before them, till it 
came and -itxid ox'er where the younK 
child was. 

10 ^\"hen tliey saw the star, the\' re- 
joiced with ixfeiriinLT .ijreat jo>'. 

11 .Xnd V. hiii they were come into 
the house. liiey saw the young child 
with Mary liis mo' her, and fell dow^n, 
and wovsruiipcil liini: aiKi «lien they had 
opened tlieir treasures, they presented 
unto him ,uifi.-; .uold, and frankincense, 
and ni>nh. 

12 And iuint; warned of Clod in a 
dream th::! lhe\- should jiot return to 
Herod, iIha- dejwrted into their own 
countr\- aiii'iluT way. 



13 And when they were departed, 
behold, the angel of the Lord appeareth 
to Joseph in a dream, saying. Arise, and 
take the young child and his mother, and 
flee into E.o;ypt, and be thou there until 
I brin.ii thee word: for Herod will seek 
the young child, to destroy him. 

14 When he arose, he took the young 
child and liis mother by night, and de- 
parted into Egypt: 

15 And was there until the death of 
Herod, that it might be fulfilled which 
was spoken of the Lord by the prophet, 
saying. Out of Egj-^pt have 1 called my 
son. 

16 Then Herod, when he saw that he 
was mocked of the wise men, was exceed- 
ing wroth, and sent fortb, and slew all 
the children that were in Bethlehem, and 
in all the coasts thereof, from two \'ears 
old and under, according to the time 
which he had diligently inquired of the 
wise men, 

17 Then was fulfilled that which was 
spoken by Jeremy the prophet, saying, 

18 In Rama was there a voice heard, 
lamentation, and weeping, and .great 
mourning, Rachel weeping for her chil- 
dren, and would not be comforted, he- 
cause they are not. 

19 But when Herod was dead, behold, 
an angel of the Lord appeareth in a 
dream to Joseph in Egypt, 

20 Saying, Arise, and take the young 
child and his mother, and go into tlic 
land of Israel: for they are dead which 
sought the young child's life. 

21 And he arose, and look the \oung 
child and his mother, and came into the 
land of Israel. 

22 But when he iieard that Archelaus 
did reign in Judaea in the room of his 
father Herod, he was afraid to .go thither; 
notwithstanding, being warneci of Ciod 
in a dream, he turned aside into the 
parts of Gahlee: 

23 And he came and dwelt in a city 
called Nazareth: that it might be ful- 
filled whicli was spoken by the i^rojihets. 
He shall be called a Nazarene. 
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